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Two halves to a whole... 

I've written so many words to say just those three words... 

That this work may pay homage to the Blessed Trinity and for the benefit of all 
life... 

Someone told me that nothing is impossible because the word says I'm Possible 
to which I replied: 

‘Equality is Possible'. 

...for My Family 



The Ample Ass and the Much Ado about Fuck Street 



For all my sisters from another Hyster. 
This one is for the ladies. 



Chapter One: The Sundance Kidd and that Motherfucker Bitch Cassidy Killed My 
Uncle Smiley Rodriguez... 

Two pigeons land in a city courtyard as a man walks through the neighborhood 
near the end of summer and the beginning of autumn. A breeze blows from the 
south, could this be the year joy blows back into his life. As the sun begins to set, 
pigeons flew into the yard and out once more as some disheveled men start a 
fire inside a metal garbage can. 

It was warm near the fire and they passed around a bottle concealed in a paper 
bag. A sip was taken and then passed to the next man, who did the same until all 
five men drank his fill and then it was passed more until the bottle was emptied. 
Another man more strange than the others approached the drunken men 
standing around the fire. They were undisturbed by the stranger and so they 
continued to share tales of past woes and skepticism of the future. 

The best in me came out that cold dark night. I was walking past the hobos with 
my girl on my arm. She took my hand and we kissed as little hooligans set off 
firecrackers in an old man’s pocket. 

The Rosary in my pocket hung out showing the crucifix. We walked hand in hand 
down the alley where we began to kiss softly in the dim of the night as the mist 
gathered in our hair. Her hair is black. The tips frosted with gray. Her smile 
speaks volumes and I can’t seem to turn it down. 

The rain fell in sheets as we tried to find comfort under some eaves making our 
way to her car in a nearly parking garage. 

As the rain fell she turned on the stereo as we kissed we listened to Under the 
Bridge by Red Hot Chili Peppers. She drives a Jeep Wrangler the four-door kind, 
so we can seat our children in the back. 

She’s my everything and when I met her we were just babies and so forever 
more she will be with me. We called a babysitter not the kind you see in 
pornography where the couple has a threesome with a naughty babysitter and 
there are no children hinted at in the house because that would smeck of 
pedophilia. Like the time our neighbor Sundance Kidd fucked my adopted sister 
for cocaine when she got out of juvenile hall when she was sixteen. That’s 
another story to be told another way about a whole other time. 

She can’t say no to me because her name is Yesenia. Me? I’m the village idiot in 
case anyone who cares what the grandson of H. G. Wells thinks and that’s why 
we are gathered here today. To commit malpractice and slander the Estradas. 
This moment is about the love I share with Yesenia and about a computer game 
called Simon Says... 

We are Hispanic and sometimes it’s a dirty thing to have a taco complex on your 
DNA so much so that I had sex once and Yesenia had to save the condom so 
that we could have children. 

And the Cholos say simon...meaning yes and without a doubt...and so they say 
Simon I love her just the same; the most beautiful girl in the Heavens. She’s so 
beautiful that God made the angels in her image. 

And some dirty cops in Whittier were jealous of me. Who am I? I’m just waiting 
for Stella to say Simon says marry my daughter. And make an honest woman out 
of her even though we all tell our little fibs. 

These guys wanted to share her among their family because I said Guacamole in 
kindergarten and Whittier California is a speak English or die city. But now it’s 
been 20 years since we were in our 20’s, she has our two kids by invitro 



fertilization because these Nazis think they are the law and she is enslaved to a 
family of Neo-Nazi Cops who make all hard-working men and women of law 
enforcement look...look like Neo-Nazi Cops. They have the Mein Kampf next to 
the Satanic Bible and they confiscated my Holy Bible because they can’t get laid. 
But me I got me some Yesenia. And her grandma’s name is the same. But I love 
to play yo-yo with Ya-Ya because I want my grandkids to call my wife Ya-Ya. 

I love to work Yesenia hard if you know what I mean. Her face is the cause of a 
war and I can’t get enough of her smile. When we were at Fullerton College the 
teachers were talking about that night were these cops wanted to run a train on 
Yesenia and that’s no Dudley Dooright shit they wanted to have multiple sex 
partners with my Wife. But they don’t even like brown girls they just wanted to 
hurt us, our families, because we are down to be brown. 

And so here I am pledging my fidelity to the woman I love. My Hello Nurse who 
brushed my hair when I was sick. We had sex once and now we are kissing in 
her Jeep just like when were in college. 

Unbeknownst to me...the trash who fucked Sundance Kidd for cocaine after 
being pinched became my 17-year-old High School Freshman Classmate: Yolie 
something or another who sabotaged my life from the time I was four to just a 
couple weeks ago and as of July 23, 2017 I am 41 and my go to girl is the same. 
Douglas Adams may say that I should not panic but twenty years is long enough 
to wait for a lady such as Yesenia. She’s not older by no means she will always 
be my petite nurse from Children’s Hospital when I was ten. It just that she is far 
less likely to panic than I am. 

My family is my family and in some strange way I have sibling/cousins and I love 
people so much. I'd like to think I could help others. But most days I just want to 
help myself to Yesenia’s ass. Seems my dear’s rear have become warmer to me 
to me over the years. And so, we sit kissing softly in her Jeep as the rain falls 
outside the parking structure. 

“Darling, do you usually kiss transients this passionately when you first meet 
them.” 

“My Husband,” Yesenia says coming up for air from our intoxicating kiss. “Would 
you rather have a blow job now or eat crepes off my sweet tits?’ 

I kissed her again and smiled. “Start the car, sugar. I need a midnight snack.” 
“Whatever will I eat?” She says coyly as we drive down the highway. 

“I will make you a sandwich after you eat your pudding. And we churn the butter.” 
“Such the romantic. That why most of your family has to call you that guy.” 
Yesenia wakes the babysitter and puts forty dollars in her hand. “Get out...my 
husband is giving me the Crepes if you know what I mean.” The babysitter got 
the hint, but would that guy really eat crepes off Yesenia’s ass. Is that some sort 
of hyperbole? It was one in the morning and the two lovers ate a snack and 
saved the hanky-panky for the bedroom making sure the children were asleep. 
And so as little George and Kristina slept we got our hyper-poke on. 

“Strange thing that both my moms are named Mary.” That guy said as Yesenia 
caressed his back where she admired Our Lady of Lourdes adorned on her 
lovers back. She kissed the Mother of God and thought of that guy’s sister from 
another Hyster. 

“Three of your mom’s, Darling. The Mother of God is our Mother too. And wasn’t 
your Tia on the Estrada side your Spanish teacher. Sister Mary Martin.” 

“Anita Estrada was her given name and yes she was but it’s not that I never 
recognized her I just figured if she thought I should be treated like her nephew 



and not her student she would have talked to me in private or called me out in 
class. I love the Estrada’s, Rodriguez’s, Barela’s, and those Dirty Sanchez’s. But 
the Dirty Vega’s on Fuck Street wanted a Sancho of their own. 

And so there I walk by George and Stella’s home near my parents’ house and 
fear our families will be in danger if the Cassidy’s find out I love Yesenia...l'd 
rather she be alive than love me and then the neighbors hurt us because they 
are better than us. 

I love Southern California and I think I should leave because Mexicans are not 
allowed to love and talk shit on racist cops who want to kill them. There are so 
many good Police Officers and some assholes and shitbag doctors who want to 
hurt you because they believe Toni’s bullshit...Many doctors are good but when 
Leonard Skaist MD gave the bitch that shall forever remain nameless and 
hopefully dead to the world a compliment that she was pretty and looked like one 
of his sister’s kids.. .she flew off the handle because my Doctor and friend is a 
Jew. I was seven or so when I went to another doctor and I don’t know if it was 
because of that bitch. Kindness begets kindness and it seems that for many 
years my kindness has been mistake for weakness and I warned Aaron Elgas 
about this, but I guess the afore mentioned cunt has strong ties to people who 
like to hurt kids with kidney disease. So, she married some White Power 
Mechanic who likes to abuse people who don’t flirt with their evil bitch of a cunt 
who should be thrown off the planet. 

I don’t know if she is like Helen of Troy to me or is she Odysseus to me. She 
seems to have started a war but now years later she must remind me who she is 
to me and our importance to each other. And so, I cry with each passing 
keystroke. 

I love women. I love feminists and all their little “isms” that are going to make the 
world a kinder place. Everyone wants to be loved and not used like a tissue and 
brought to the party like one brings a party favor. I don’t think I would like to 
manipulate others for my selfish desires. Love is something not to be trifled with. 
And so there she is Our Lady of Electric Light. She sits at the breakfast table with 
our two children. I must have been in a coma because how did this happen. 

“How did this happen?” 

“Well, while you were fast asleep from last night’s acrobatics...by the way you 
haven’t as much stamina as you once did and frankly as your wife and a doctor I 
would like you to exercise a bit more and we will take it from there. I got out of 
bed and Little George was watching our television while darling Kristina feed the 
kittens.” My darling is so eloquent she makes our fuck-tacular evening smack of 
pomp and circumstance. 

In High School, our undercover cop valedictorian couldn’t get hooked on phonics, 
so she got much of the school hooked on smack. She was her best customer 
and service was provided by blow jobs or blow for forty dollars or both for fifty. 
She loved to serve her community as the cum dumpster. She is Toni the 
unmentionable disowned adopted sister who uses aliases such as Yolie or Lisa 
and says my writing is illegal the way Matt Cassidy and his family say my love for 
Yesenia Vega is illegal. 

When her stint as Deputy Drug Dealer was over she walked the street of 
Hollywood as a meter maid. But we should have left those days behind us. It’s a 
shame so many good officers of the law were tarnished by the stink of a few 
douches. 



“Darling, Yesenia...” I trail off and lose my train of thought as we kiss. “Those 
hypnosis days are gone and the Holy Ghost you once were has now become my 
favorite sin.” 

“How blasphemous, David. What would the self-righteous among the 
nonbelievers say to you bring that Jesus shit outside a Church?” 

As far as vaginas go my love has a puffy taco. She is ever so tasty in all the 
special ways where she sacrifices her life for the possibility of having our children 
and most men call it sport fucking. 

I think I was ten years old when I first fell in love with my darling... 

She is a sporty girl and I was too shy to watch her play soccer or basketball and 
myself to fragile for contact sports because of an issue with my urinary tract. And 
yes, I love her to this day. 

And so here we are lying in our naked glory while our children play at the 
beach... 

Strange things happen to those who are kind enough to accept the world as their 
playground not their battle field nor their midden heap. Playgrounds need up 
keep and we are called to be the stewards of the planet and humanity. Treating 
others humanly is often the hardest part of being a human. 

Marisol has taken the charge of our little misfits. 

Love is no sin. Keeping lovers from loving is the highest sin of all. You can’t force 
someone to love you and many men force sex and well that’s rape and it may go 
well for those Sieg Hiel Sallys who kept me from loving Yesenia for the better 
part of 30 years. Love is a feeling yes, but it dies if it is not nurtured by your lover 
no matter how much she feels for you and you to her if you never believe her 
heart is for you then your heart dies a little each day. I love watching the night 
sky to watch for Vega to see that the star that shines the fifth brightest is my 
reminder that Yesenia’s light is only for me. 

The secret to sabotage is easy... 

In fifth grade Mary Towels was my teacher but for at least three months I was 
under the care of Audrey Hepburn RN and my teacher while I was in Children’s 
Hospital of Los Angeles. I was a sick child and so it may become obvious I grew 
into a Sick Boy. 

Has anyone known that they have sibling-cousins and although they are adopted 
how can one choose one over the other if you live in the same neighborhood? 
What would someone do to ensure their little bitch of a daughter who was given 
up for adoption had a fabulous life? 

Tia Audrey was in the courtroom when I was given up for adoption in 1979 and 
they choose the Estrada’s because...six years later my Tia came to teach me a 
lesson and ultimately, we are going to teach a great many people a lesson. 
“Nothing is Impossible...because it says I’m Possible...” she said to me. 

“Equality is Possible.” A little Psycho said to his biological aunt who came to an 
eleven-year-old only as a teacher in the hospital in Los Angeles if my memory 
does me any favors these days. 

I dig chicks like all day long. Love is something special for the tenderhearted and 
shunned by false machismo who want to impress men. Men impressing other 
men seems misogynistic. And women terrorizing men for unrequited love is just 
as brutal. 

“My love, what tricks will you play on me today?” I ask Yesenia as I muse about 
the past while palpate her lovely labia. 



“Love is the best trick of all. We both get to enjoy the fruits.” 

The nameless whore who is so loved by the world that her mother, Denise, wants 
her daughter back after she finds out that I have an Auntie Audrey and she will 
take me off the hands of those Spies who haven’t a clue how to raise a White 
child of such distinction because she wants a six-year-old child to be her son in 
law. She has trouble expressing her feelings, so she hits my family’s blue 1980 
Buick Regal as we drove westbound on Imperial Boulevard hitting us as were 
heading home to talk to a man about a horse. The horse was named Kashmir 
like the cloth and the territory. I wound up in the emergency room and she 
laughed at my family being six years old I didn’t realize that people try to hurt 
others with their cars because they want the Hepburn fortune. I don’t think that’s 
how it works. I'd rather be poor than have others profit from terrorism of children 
and minorities. 

Never has a great person come from a life of luxury. The stuff of legends is 
fraught with distraught and now my love wants to play chemistry with our naughty 
bits as the pipette and the beaker, so that all our children are not test-tube 
babies. Kristina and George are fraternal twins who came about because of a 
night I can hardly remember and wish I would have never forgot. No one is 
unequally loved in my heart. 

I made lunch and readied for the day. Yesenia’s been my brown-eyed-girl since 
time immemorial. As a teen, I knew she played soccer at St. Paul High School 
and I wish I would have had the decency to watch her games and spoke to her a 
bit more but in my twenties while we went our own ways I masturbated to 
thoughts of her while Barclay’s Premier league played on Saturday afternoons. A 
beautiful love such as hers could only concealed but never forgotten. 

The house in Balboa smells like coffee everyday she makes me coffee and I 
drink it as fast as she could pour it. 

“There’s a girl at the Starbucks who I have fallen in love with...” I say to her. 

“A rose by any other name smells just as sweet. I haven’t worked at that 
Starbucks in in almost six years and now look where we are...” Yesenia has a je 
ne sais quoi I used to think it was all about sex, but I think she’s as tough as 
nails. And I want to pound her and cuddle her. “You talk about the past as though 
it is relevant to the future.” 

Today is September Eleventh, 2017 and our kids are in school and I look at the 
picture of Yesenia at her baby shower. She has a smile that engulfs the Exxon 
Valdez oil spill and saves the world one brilliant tooth at a time. 

This weekend we are leaving on a trip and our parents will look after them. 

Family is a strange thing, especially when Audrey Hepburn is your aunt, teaching 
you trivial things in Children’s Hospital Los Angeles and your Fifth-grade teacher 
is your Mother who is her personal assistant and you have so much love for Mary 
Estrada and the rest of your family. How does one choose one love over the 
other...I thought it was all one love? 

“George and Kristina are going to be picked up by whom?” I ask. 

“Actually, I was thinking of pouring a bag of dog food on the floor and they could 
eat where they shit. They are your children didn’t the neighbors want to teach 
you not to eat where you shat like an animal.” 

“This is another time, Mrs. Gibbon. I guess that means that your brother, George, 
will pick them up?” 



“Who else, Audrey Tautou? She might want to keep our children to play with little 
Chole. You know that Topher thinks you are some kind of war hero. Your Mom 
and Chuy will keep them in the ‘hood for a few days.” 

She lived on Pounds Avenue when we were children and I two streets to the 
east. Jealousy is the disease of those who think love is a possession. Love is an 
ethereal fragrance growing from the garden from the example of our families and 
watered by the struggle of the lovers to come or stay together. 

We got in the Honda and drove off with some lunch and luggage. We drove to La 
Habra to speak to our parents and make sure they pick the kids up and stay at 
our beach home. I feel lost when Yesenia is gone...When I’ve forgotten our love. 
I'm baffled as to why jealously of others drove a stake in the heart of our 
community. It seems the same action that killed the love in the Whittier area is 
the one that brought our families together united chanting; “Equality is Possible’. 

I guess you may call me Sancho Villa and so I hit the highway with Helen of Troy 
by my side. Destination unknown for at least the next two months make sure our 
cell phones are on and check in with our families every day, no matter what. 
‘Darling, where are we off to.” 

“I’ve been told that everywhere you go...it all looks the same. Are we to believe 
that everywhere looks the same?” 

“Everywhere looks the same because you have my ass to look at.” Yesenia said 
as we drove away from our beach home. 

I drive a 2017 Honda Civic Hatchback...it’s little, it’s black, and we can’t get 
enough of driving fast in this little car. I open the moon roof, roll down the 
windows, and the breeze goes through her hair as we get on the freeway 
heading north. State Route 55 is usually congested around this time but there is 
light traffic on this random Wednesday afternoon. I would have sent flowers to 
the hospital where she works but since we are going on vacation I forgo the 
flowers and hit the road with my Rainbow... 

She asked the cholos in high school to call me Rainman after a fight with Eric 
Maldonado; where someone threw apple sauce in my hair and I kicked his ass 
because he was there. I don’t think it was that bad, but I don’t get into fights that 
often only when the LA County Sheriffs let a 17-year-old Toni Estrada into St 
Paul High School posing as Yolie something or another.. .to sell drugs for the 
Kidds and the Cassidy’s. That’s the whore who sucked cock in the boy’s locker 
room. Yesenia and I would have laughed about it for years, but things happen in 
our lives and then you sign a death contract and next thing you know Rainman 
can’t go to the Vega’s house to ask kind and gentle Yesenia for a date or even a 
kiss. When all you want to say is I love you and the PTA, and the crooked 
Sheriffs come between lovers who is to stand up for love. 

From highway 55, I get on highway 91 east and then onto highway 60 which 
leads to interstate 10 and then we hit the gas as the sun begins to fall in the 
west. It is about four in the evening. And we stop and have something to eat and 
fuel up for the journey ahead. 

Someone called this stage of the trip ‘Bat Country’ but on a part of Interstate 10 
called Christopher Columbus Transcontinental Highway is where things turn 
sideways. This is where we encounter visitors from the constellation Lyra. 

“We are the Vega’s...” 

My Rainbow looks at me with the queer stare that made her Gap sweater the talk 
of the anthropology class because she’s only gay for my rock-hard cock. She’s 
been my dream come true since we were five and I came to her house after 



kindergarten in the pouring rain. As she slept in her bed sick from a cold full on 
Stella’s chicken noodle soup and grilled cheese, I got naked in the living room, so 
Stella could dry my clothes. 

They were grey aliens and what they were doing here was quite out of the realm 
of legality. My new Honda quietly stopped in the middle of the deserted highway 
at about one in the morning. We got out and held hands in front of the car. We 
stood between the car and the spaceship. An invitation to go into the vehicle was 
extended and well that is a very kind way of say they surrounded us and guided 
us into their ship. 

Lying on a cold metal table naked and all I can think about is giving Yesenia a 
deep dicking and so I become aroused and one of the grey’s toys with my toy like 
a spring. 

“Rainbow?” 

“Rainman...” She says. “Are they giving you the chicken?” 

I begin to giggle when someone strange plays with my cock. 

“Fucking David...we’ve been abducted by aliens and they are giving you a full 
release massage.” She giggles because how can you take these little trolls 
serious. “It’s strange, my maiden name is Vega and George would never rub you 
the wrong way.” 

“If this is wrong I don’t want to be right, Rainbow.” I giggle uncontrollably as I 
reach fruition. Somewhere in California Audrey Hepburn is laughing 
uncontrollably as to how people would believe that in 1993 a 64-year-old woman 
dies, and it wasn’t even on the news. Maybe she dropped out of sight to become 
a superhero taking on Nazis the way she dreamed her father did while he was 
missing during World War Two. She didn’t even smoke except for on screen. 

The aliens remove my semen and extract an egg or two from Yesenia. 

“David, this reminds me of that time I hid our condom in my purse so that we 
could have in vitro because the Cassidy’s and what about twenty families in our 
neighborhood called you a rapist because Matthew Cassidy and his family wants 
to make me his sex slave.” 

I love her so much if I didn’t believe in equality so much I would think that all 
women are better than me and now only some are and that’s why Yesenia is my 
love because she made me her sex slave. And I call her my wife. 

It seems like almost an hour goes by until we may walk around their ship. I would 
say for decency we were given robes or our clothes back but no and except for 
my shame it was glorious to see Yesenia naked her black hair had a slight wave 
to it and I adore the shape of her ass and the way she carries such dignity when 
we are being paraded around the ship like we were their new pets and I just 
wanted to push her hair back around her ear so as to caress her check one last 
time. And so, I did and left my hand on the nape of her neck resting and she 
shifted her gaze toward my eyes. 

The light in her eyes always gives me hope that things will turn out for the best. 
“David, you are very handsome...” 

“Flattery will get you everywhere, Rainbow, and I would say we are off like a 
prom dress, but I didn’t go to prom because I hate myself and Toni taught me to 
hate myself because she only cares for the money I should have...” 

“I love your body.” She said as we hold hands. “Please never forget that my love 
is true.” The Vegas motioned for us to sit on what looked like a park bench in a 
zoo. But soon I came to the conclusion that we were the exhibit. You know when 
you’re a kid and your mom tells you to wear clean or good condition underwear 



to see the doctor and you think to yourself what about an accident, a slip and fall 
at the gym or work or the inevitable car accident. Well being abducted by aliens 
is kind of like that. And I still like to watch Yesenia try on underwear...the way 
she looks at me and smiles reminds me of an innocence that was taken at her 
twenty-first birthday party when Matt Cassidy tried to kill me because I'm not 
good enough to be with Yesenia or any woman. Yet most of the people he knows 
are White Power. Being abducted by aliens is far more pleasurable than having 
Bitch Cassidy, Matt Cassidy, and the Sundance Kidd hold guns you the backs of 
your head, Jesus Estrada’s head and Art Sanchez’s head and tell me to rape my 
mom because I called Bitch Cassidy, oh no, Matt Cassidy a motherfucker. God 
forbid a neo-nazi never make a sex slave of Yesenia Vega...or as I like to call 
her, husband-fucker... 

The infamous Death Contract of Whittier California is the crux of my tale of woe 
but let us get past that and onto the fun stuff. 

“On your planet...” One of the greys begins to speak. “Men love John Wayne 
more than Audrey Hepburn, is that correct? Would it be safe to assume that the 
dominant males would rather get a blowjob from John Wayne, a cowboy, than go 
reverse cowgirl with Audrey Hepburn?” 

I look at Yesenia amazed as to the depth of true perception these aliens have as 
to the nature of being macho...and so I say. “Yeah, tough guys can’t get tail, so 
they give each other blowjobs. I mean who wants equality? Look at my lovely 
wife, for example. These suburban cowboys would rather go fuck themselves 
than do anything nice. For example, flowers on a random Wednesday, cooking 
for her or cunilingus. It’s like I had to become a cunning linguist just to speak at 
her level because most of the boys in our town need their asses handed to them. 

I fell in love with a lady and no matter what she says, she’s no pain in my ass. 
“For many men in our town rape was a common word proceeded by date rape or 
let’s buy cocaine for the party from the Cassidy’s because they can get it from 
the Sheriffs evidence looker or party drugs from The Sundance Kidd.” I’ve 
exhausted everything in my arsenal of witty repartee to keep the greys from 
sending us into the vacuum of space. I feel just like Scheherazade and yet I 
muster on because my love for Yesenia will end if we are both dead. 

“You really need to calm down...we are going to leave you in the ether. We love 
you guys. David, you have got to have the nicest penis on earth.” 

Mrs. Gibbon looks at me...” That’s what I say, you should listen to these guys. 

But your cock is mine when these clowns let us go.” 

“You two are very important and we want to thank you for saving our species and 
helping us on our quest to populate the universe. We need funny people. We are 
almost done washing your clothes then you may be on your way no worse for the 
wear.” 

The grey starship landed near my Honda and we were escorted out very amiably 
as a nurse escorts her patient upon discharge from a stint in the hospital. I held 
my love’s hand and looking at each other, I said...’’At least we will have children 
in another galaxy. I wonder what our family will think about us populating the 
stars?” 

“I’ll ask my mom, if you ask yours.” She said slyly. 

“I wonder if they will send a Christmas card?” 

We got into the car and sped away to continue our trip. 

“This reminds me of that time Audrey Tautou gave me a kidney transplant and 
Robert Wells called her a 14-year-old whore...I’ll call her in the morning.” I said 



as we turned back to the east heading to Roswell. The thing about Audrey is 
she’s my sister from another Hyster. Robert’s sense of humor leaves me wanting 
a kick in the balls more than a laugh. Idiots would say she’s my half-sister, but I 
don’t do this percentage thing. Different mom’s and same dad. Lying on the cold 
metal slab table in the Vega’s ship reminded me of my sister and our cousin 
Shawna... 



Chapter Two: Audrey Tautou and the Mysterious Case of the Cadaveric Kidney 
Transplant. 

July, 26 1997...the Sundance Kidd is holding a .38 to the back of my head after I 
called him and the Bitch Cassidy’s family motherfuckers. And so, they not only 
ruin Yesenia, Marc and Audrey’s Birthday Party but also much of the rest of my 
life. 

Everything was going so well after Yesenia and I made love and they came into 
her brother’s home accusing me of raping her. 

“You can’t rape the willing.” She says to Deputy Bitch Cassidy. Only days before 
Matt Cassidy was fired from the Sherriff’s Academy for harassing Yesenia 
because he is just like his father, a natural bitch. He can’t take no for an answer 
and the Cassidy’s aim is to sell guns and drugs from the evidence locker. The 
gun that kill Mike Kelly and some of the CalTrans employees was an SKS taken 
out of lockup and sold to Yesenia’s family after the CalTrans tragedy, that killed 
Mike Kelly. 

My true love saved the condom handing it to Stella in her purse as they walk me 
back to the Loomis Home where the party was just getting started. Piggy Cassidy 
typed up a ‘Death Contract’ stating that Yesenia was to marry Matthew Cassidy 
and never speak to her family again and I was never to see her again or date any 
woman under penalty of death. 

We drive along the Highway near dawn closing in on our New Mexico 
destination. We stop for the day to sleep and make love on our honeymoon 30 
years in the making. 

The whole point of our love making in 1997 was to have a child in case I needed 
another kidney transplant. Unbeknownst to me on January 20, 1996 only three 
years to the exact day when Audrey Hepburn died I was given a kidney 
transplant and I was told it was from the cadaver of a young black kid. Because 
of my unique life, at the age of 17 I was signed up for the CIA. 

Yolie...Toni Estrada and now Lisa Wise are the same person working with the 
Friends of Hitler in Southern California to traffic drugs and hurt Mary and David 
Estrada because of our closeness and our love for Cesario ‘Smiley’ Rodriguez 
Junior. Using a different name means that the author, her molestee and younger 
brother, won’t recognize her and beat her to death with a baseball bat for helping 
the Kidds hurt the Estrada Family and install listening devices in the home of 
Jesus and Mary Estrada. Fuck Patsy and the Sundance Kidd in their Nazi brown 
eyes...they are the registered Sex Offenders of Maybrook Avenue. 

There is a Days Inn near Roswell. Yesenia and I make love. And as we make 
love I am reminded of the Wrigley’s gum jingle... 

“Take a sniff... Pull it out.. .The taste is going to move you when you pop it in your 
mouth.” 

I quit smoking so that Yesenia would love me...Not that she wouldn’t love me 
any less I just want to be healthy so that I could play doctor with my lady, not of 
the hour or even the evening but my lady of my life. And it appears our strange 
circumstances have melded us together more solidly than if these assclowns had 
let us date and figure out if we loved each other in the first place. 

And there in an alien place we find Kathleen Cisneros. It’s a strange life when 
your sister, adopted at the same time as you, sister nonetheless, wants to hurt 
you because the neighbors find out that your biological mom is sisters with 
Audrey Hepburn. The adoption was to be an open one but for Debbie 



Jones.. .she only thought about all that Hepburn money and so she slammed into 
my parents blue Buick Regal when I was 5 years old and said... “that is going to 
be my kid. You spies don’t know how to raise white children!” Never realizing 
trying to kill someone with your car is a terrible way blackmail people. The United 
States of America doesn’t negotiate with terrorists neither does Jesus and Mary 
Estrada. 

Kathy is my cousin by adoption and it makes it no less strange, but I always liked 
her...she is kind to me and in these special times I live and have lived in I think 
about her...You see there was so much ado about my life and my love that just 
to get close to me some people change their names so that they can be around 
me. 

So, I was adopted on January 20 th , 1979...I was four. 

Audrey Hepburn supposedly died January 20 th , 1993...I was seventeen. 

I received a kidney transplant on January 20 th , 1996...I was 20. 

When I was seventeen I was put on a list to receive a cadaver kidney which is 
odd. What about my biological family. It was never that I disliked them it was that 
Toni Estrada and some of the children in my life made it seem as though I must 
choose the Estrada’s or some other family... 

Who can choose if the adoption was to be open and you would have been able 
to play with your brother from another mother or your sister from another 
Hyster.. .And why was Audrey Hepburn my tutor at Children’s Hospital Los 
Angeles in 1986... 

All people are special, and I think now more than ever...Equality is Possible. But 
in the past certain people have been more equal than others especially those 
with guns who know the right people and with little education other than how to 
kill people with guns. 

In 2010 Matthew Cassidy drove on Interstate 5 heading north next to my car with 
a smile on his face and a handgun on the seat next to him. This was no 
coincidence neither was Toni Estrada working at a grocery store in Anaheim Hills 
posing as Lisa Wise. Why is she there? And for that matter is an 88-year-old 
Audrey Hepburn perpetuating her fake death, and Kathy and Richard Cisneros at 
my work use aliases? Why was Yesenia Vega there posing as an Arab girl who I 
wanted to strip off all her veils and slap a ring on her finger? Matthew James 
Cassidy wants to get all ‘rapie’ with Yesenia. And kill me because she loves me, 
and some folks don’t know what no means, I’m gutter trash. Their dad was a 
sheriff’s deputy until July 25 th , 1997 when they failed to kill me then he was 
promoted. But rapists have to remind Mexicans to ‘mind their P's and Q’s’. 
Fucking Assclowns. Assclown is an epithet for Neo-Nazi. As of September 2017, 
Melvin, Matthew, Martin, and Margret Cassidy are still employees of the Sherriffs 
Department but the spirit of justice and the duty to their fellow Man that lives in 
the heart of many Police Officers was replaced by a self-serving desire to be the 
law...like a comic caricature for entertainment, these people are Assclowns. I 
write fiction and the men and women of Law Enforcement look good because 
they exude social justice like Americans should. 

The party was to be a celebration of Yesenia, Marc and Audrey’s birthday and a 
night to celebrate our friendship my recent kidney transplant. Audrey gave me 
the kidney unbeknownst to me and many of the party goers because well like I 
said; why choose one family over the other if you can play hide and go seek with 
both in the same neighborhood. 



And why is a Doctor Robert, if you know the Beatles term, is at a party after he 
botched my dialysis surgery because Toni and Matthew Cassidy wanted me 
dead... 

At my kidney transplant surgery Audrey lay nearby while I was unconscious. She 
asked the nurses of Children’s Hospital Los Angeles if she could look upon the 
brother she hadn’t got to know so well because open adoptions don’t always go 
as planned. And there we were on a day Mary and Jesus Estrada called 
Adoption Day, January 20 th . I was told my kidney came from a cadaver...Audrey 
knew better. She looked upon my sleeping face as they prepped for surgery and 
she lay back and complied with the anesthesiologist until Robert Wells began to 
talk about me like the trash he is. She, my doting sister whose kidney was going 
to save my life, was livid and gave the doctors and nurses what for. Robert told 
her, as she lay there, to keep quiet because she looked just like a 14-year-old 
whore he banged the night before. He was escorted out and fired and sued for 
the second time by people representing my interests. He only practices medicine 
without a license as a favor to the Kidds and Cassidys. 

This is the time things get weird...When Yesenia and I check in to the Days Inn 
outside Roswell it is 69 dollars a night and 3.7 out of five in ratings. I guess this 
would do. Had I had some foresight into what was going to happen I would have 
asked that we spend our sleepless nights next to the Pope in St Peter’s Basilica 
while he says Mass we could be pounding it doggy-style. 

The hotel was dank in all the ways of the dictionary definition. The darkness was 
pierced by a ray of light from a whole in the curtain. Light shone off the dust as it 
passed through the singular beam of light. Yesenia opened the curtain at the far 
end of the room as I turned on the air-conditioning and closed the door. 

We went to a corner market to get some cheap booze as would be the case 
when one goes to a corner market in the dead-end part of Roswell. I kept 
thinking of a Dido song. 

“Don’t be a dildo, David Estrada.” As she had become accustomed to call me 
because I call her Yesenia Vega just as not to get her confused with Yesenia 
Vasquez, my biological cousin who went to high school with us but I was not 
privy to the nature of our closeness because of the White Supremacist problem 
plaguing the World. “Your whistling Dido.. .What is Shiri Appleby taking you on 
the rest of our honeymoon?” 

I smile as I get some beer and whiskey. The brand only matters because I am 
pleasantly surprised to find Newcastle, Guinness and Jameson. The wine 
selection was less desirable. The funny thing is that stereotype that women like 
wine and mixed drinks better than beer and whiskey. And the stereotype would 
continue that a woman who likes liquor and beer is a disparaging drunk who 
sucks cock for a good Jack and Coke. 

“Remember the ice, Darling.” 

“Yesenia Vega...you have such sweet tits and they need to be cooled off with ice 
before I can give you all the pleasure in the universe.” 

My true love likes beer and a bowl or two. She’s not some stereotypical bitch. 
She’s just not your bitch. Although this is 2017, this is New Mexico and so we are 
amiss for some weed. She brought an ounce. And so, we conserved it because 
our honeymoon wasn’t about marijuana tourism and I didn’t want to create a 
‘Fear and Loathing in Yesenia Vega’...I love my lady, but this honeymoon was 
about sex and our tourism of the country roads of the United States of America 
and not the sexual tourism akin to David Carridine and The Sundance Kidd. 



At this point in time Katherine Cisneros is sitting at her kitchen table in the 
Evergreen Neighborhood of East LA. She’s sitting with Audrey Tautou and some 
coffee brewing. There are some Modelos in the fridge and some Jameson and 
Patron in a nearby cabinet. It’s three in the afternoon and so I call Kathy. 

“And you’re on your honeymoon and I’m thinking of having some Irish Coffee 
with a French Cutie.” 

“You bought a French Bulldog?” 

“David, this is Kathy...Toni loves dogs if you know what I mean.” 

I know what she means. Toni let the dog fuck her and Pat Cassidy was witness 
to her love of redhaired foxes... 

“Send Audrey my love, Lover. My mom didn’t answer, and Yesenia thought we 
should call you. We are in Roswell and we were abducted by beings from 
Vega...the fifth brightest star in the sky.” 

“Okay, so everything is going as scheduled. I’ll tell Mary Estrada and Mary 
Towels.” 

“Then I'm going to go...” I hang up and finish my beer and spark a bowl. 

The first night in Roswell was more intriguing than the day before. 

We drank and disrobed... 

We cooled off and both the ice and air-conditioner did the trick. I love my wife 
and we slept after making love. During the night, we awoke standing in front of 
our sleeping bodies on the bed. I looked at Yesenia and she looked at me. A light 
came from behind us and so we turned almost in unison to find a doorway 
opening to a vast desert. 

Walking through the doorway was so natural that it seemed we had no choice. 
Forgetting we were naked we found ourselves in the presence of Jesus Christ 
and the Virgin Mary who were clothed in case you were wondering who came to 
the party dressed appropriately. 

“All this fuss over you David, my Son, the Wind...” She said as she greeted me 
and Yesenia who gazed on as Our Lady held my hands and spoke to me. Jesus 
stood nearby but he was distant with us at that time. “You two will be the storm. 
The Wind and the Rain...” The Virgin said as I held her hands in a vast desert 
with moderate temperature and seeming to always be in twilight although the sun 
is high in the sky. “Although, Yesenia called you the Rainman or Rain, she has 
fallen, and you carried her this far. Jesus is quiet and distant now because this is 
our way with you, David. Soon men will make plans to kill you in the morning and 
you will want to awaken before them and meet them on the road to your house. 
Do not do that. I implore you that they should let sleeping dogs lie. 

We will see each other in the countless other lifetimes. But as a matter of 
curiosity, did you like the movie, Dune, directed by David Lynch?” Women ask 
strange questions and the mother of God is no different. 

“I read all the books?” I said thinking she would realize that was one of the best 
movies ever... 

“Okay...” She said as the first day passed. “God is the Holy Trinity...not that he is 
too busy, but everyone pitches in to make the universe what it is. I am the one 
who recruits people to be Saintly...that is to say, I don’t ask the Catholic or 
Orthodox Churches to canonize anyone I pick people for special tasks based on 
perceived virtue not the goodness that gets one into a special club and proximity 
to a problem. Your honor is to honor the Spirit of Holiness.” She spoke as I 
began to cry realizing my importance in the universe for what seemed like two 
days. 



It seemed like weeks since we first stepped into the desert and I began talking 
with Our Lady. We, Yesenia and I, awoke in the embrace of our love at the same 
time as the sun cleared the horizon. 

“Rainman,” She whispered. “That happened?” 

“I’d say I no, I’m afraid so but I think the Virgin Mary would be insulted.” 



Chapter Three: The Donald is a closeted homosexual and is going to fuck the 
KKK in the Goat Ass. 

Now the thing about being closeted is that if someone were to ask.. .’Are you a 
closeted homosexual?’...common sense dictates, what? 

Yeah, so people have plans in secret and the tragedy of September Eleventh 
may have been more about domestic terrorism than an attack from a foreign 
fanatic like a Saudi sex addict in need of a new kidney. And maybe it was about 
the Klan lending a helping hand to some extremist assholes. So, Assclowns 
helping assholes in turbans. I don’t have any doubt that the truly devout in the 
world would call Osama anything less than an asshole as to kill a human is to kill 
a bit of our humanity. We all lose when someone is killed. War is a most terrible 
thing pitting brother against brother...for sake of the feminists, I hope my sisters 
would fight the good fight, knowing that we all still are losers. Words are gifts to 
change one’s heart and should never be used to forge a weapon. And so, 
soldiers fight as a last resort. Sacrificing their humanity for the sake of Humanity. 
“David, the Virgin just took us to another world.” Yesenia says as we pack our 
things and get on our way. “She.. .she took us away for what two weeks when we 
went to sleep for the night. Boo, Our Lady told you that her being close to you 
and Jesus being aloof is going to piss off so many people. And then you cried for 
two days. Where were we? Heaven or what.. .she said you would meet her again 
in other lifetimes. You, David. You would speak again about the movie Dune in 
other lifetimes.” 

I just stare at her with nothing in my mind save for the thought of my wife’s sweet 
tits and the embrace of her lips on mine. This isn’t the first time I was the guest of 
the Our Lady. In 1997 I was fixed by Nick Pinky...He fixed some heroin and hit 
my vein after I was excused from a party after the Nazi element of the party had 
me sign a Death Warrant saying Yesenia and I would never date because the 
Honorable Matthew James Cassidy planned to make my true love a sex slave 
and me the unwitting patsy in a narcotic set up planned by the Sundance Kidd 
and Bitch Cassidy to cover up the death of undercover officer Cesario ‘Smiley’ 
Rodriguez Jr. 

The Sundance Kidd is a drug representative for Bayer...in college he sold drugs 
from the Orange County Sheriff lockup for ‘Bitch’ Cassidy. In a drug sting gone 
wrong my uncle Smiley was gunned down by the Sundance Kidd outside a liquor 
store near the corner of La Palma and Acacia. The Sundance Kidd used the 
same .38 to kill my uncle as he held to my head when I mistakenly called neo- 
Nazis MOTHERFUCKERS...I love when Yesenia calls me Daddy. I guess men 
only want to have sex with little girls who don’t have children and are still 
children. 

Nick was outside a home on Elmrock Avenue to keep me from leaving and I was 
agitated and so he had a rig filled with heroin and drove the hypodermic into my 
skin and the next thing I knew I was telling Yesenia that I only had half an hour to 
tell her what happened with the Virgin Mary after Nick overdosed me because at 
the age of 7 I began to molest my sister Toni who was 11 and would grow to tell 
not only that I did molest her but I don’t know what to do with a 
woman...Unbeknownst to my family Toni’s biological mother Mrs. Robinson was 
coaching her how to take the money a little kid who was adopted by “wetbacks’ 
was owed by a biological family who had Audrey Hepburn as a member and a 
doting aunt. Mrs. Robinson and Toni came to the conclusion that if I wouldn’t love 



Toni and give her the money they think I have, they would kill me or help a 
thousand angry Orange County Sheriff wives blacklist me because I love 
Yesenia Vega and my love is a disease. Matthew James Cassidy is a neo-Nazi 
who wants me dead because he doesn’t think anyone is of value to humanity but 
White Power assclowns. Mary Walker used to be a bit overweight until Matthew 
Cassidy decided to help her drive drunk off Turnbull Canyon because in his 
words Mary and I are wastes of space. But why would Albertson’s companies 
allow Toni to work, with the cooperation of the FBI, in a deli under an alias Lisa 
Wise? Most days before Toni and her cohorts were put on death row she would 
lecture anyone within earshot the value of White Supremacy for the modern 
American. 

Dying is like riding a bicycle Nick Pinky pushed the plunger and helped the 
Cassidy’s rid the world of David Estrada. 

And we drove down the highway heading north to nowhere in particular. The sun 
was high in the sky and we were in bat country. The wind kicked up dust on the 
highway as we drove. Highway 70 is called the Clovis Highway. I feel like the 
Clovis Man spearheading a beast that cannot be stopped who can stop racism 
when one hundred families near Maybrook Avenue agree that I shouldn’t be 
allowed to love or have sex under penalty of death. Bitch Cassidy’s living room 
wall is adorned with a framed original of the Death Warrant signed by me, David 
Estrada, on July 26, 1997. They are my neighbors and they scream White Power 
in Whittier California, but I am a lone voice in solitary confinement. And this has 
little to do with honest hardworking officers of the law like Edward Estrada...and 
Anthony Vega. 



Chapter Four: Weltgeist and a thousand angry Orange County Sheriff’s Wives 
are blacklisting my books. 

Arturo Sanchez is my biological father and Orange County Sheriffs detective 
who was Smiley’s contact at the time of his death. Being adopted by the 
Estrada’s was no accident and it was intended to be an open adoption as I have 
come to understand that my life is the stuff of bizarro novels... 

“It’s your song...” I say to my sleeping beauty as The Dirty Vegas’ come on the 
radio. We are headed to Clovis’ Hillcrest Park Zoo to see the spider monkeys in 
honor of our 20 years as Mrs. And Mr. Gibbon. She, Yesenia, was using the alias 
of Kristen Ruiz to get close to me without the neighbors trying to kill me because 
my love is illegal. At the Santa Ana Zoo in Prentice Park is where she asked what 
we should name the gibbons. 

“Mr. and Mrs. Gibbon...” I reply. 

“I want to be Mrs. Gibbon.” She said. I haven’t been human since I looked upon 
her brown eyes and smiled. Sometimes, I think the Bizarro genre was renamed 
in her honor because I think how bizarre it is that Yesenia would love a man like 
me. But she’s just one of those dirty Vegas. And so, we drove back from New 
Mexico to Southern California. I remember being told to stay out of 
Orange...Meaning Orange County by some Nazi trash who belong in orange 
jumpsuits in county lock up waiting to do federal time for Hate Crimes. 

Yesenia is a drummer so there are so many songs that could be ‘hers’ but it 
seems the angels sing when she is around and it’s a Dido song when she is 
missing from my life. It’s 999 miles when I drive the 1-40 route into Anaheim from 
New Mexico. We’ve taken this trip two or three times since we were sixteen-year- 
old runaways and I stole a car from her Grandparent’s impound yard. It’s not so 
much stealing when he gave me the keys to a 1990 Civic. It was repossessed 
days earlier and waiting to be taken to Honda to give it the once over, slap a 
used sticker, and send it to the Norm Reeves’ used lot for someone else to love 
so fully that they neglect to pay their bills. Yesenia Chavez is Yesenia’s 
Grandma’s maiden name and everyone who is anyone calls her Yaya. She 
married a great man and so I fill the tank with gas and go to pick up Yesenia 
Vega at the Jack in the Box off Telegraph and Carmenita in Santa Fe Springs. It 
was two days before school got out and I kind of stole a car with the help of 
George Vega’s parents unbeknownst to Stella Vega and Mary Estrada. I have a 
driver’s license, a wad of cash rolled up in a rubber band, camping gear, and 
clothes for seven days. 

That was our first trip alone we had gone to camp twice when we were twelve 
and thirteen. Archery, where I shot an arrow straight through my lover’s heart, the 
first year. Equestrian the next year.. .chivalry is literally the ability to take care of a 
horse. But there are so many things one can learn about life when you take care 
of a horse. And so strangely in her mind I’m some sort valiant Knight in shining 
armor but many people think that armor is glimmering silver. But there we were in 
a black tricked out Honda and at some future time I'm thinking of Bushido and a 
Samurai. 

“You’re an asshole, David Estrada. A grade ‘A’ certifiable cunt, Rainman.” She 
kisses me passionately on the mouth as I swerve my 2017 Honda Civic barely 
keeping it on the dusty highway. I'm playing Dido on the stereo. 

I don’t want to discuss the abduction issue outside Roswell and I want to broach 
the subject gently.. .alas Dido. 



“What’s this shit!” She says as she lowers the volume. “I can’t even know where 
to start.” 

“Your family name is Vega and we were just abducted by beings from Vega.. .this 
is our special vacation. I hate to think of it as another honeymoon but...we met 
Greys and the Virgin Mary in the matter of five days.” 

“Our Lady likes to be called Maryam...it’s her name and the time we spent with 
her and Jesus could be measured in weeks and not months. That night was at 
least two weeks but no more than seven weeks long.” She turns the volume back 
up as violently as one can with a touchscreen interface car stereo. We come so 
far as technology goes but as far as human understanding and kindness we are 
still in the dark ages crowded around the fire of The Prophet, The Buddha, Jesus, 
Moses, and Martin Luther King Jr voices crying from the desert to God or people 
who think being espoused is a tether manifested by the children created in love. 
The man is the gift to the woman and the woman is the gift to the man and the 
subsequent children are the gifts to the world. The Universe is the gift to 
humanity and the caretakers of the Universe are its gifts. 

Just as we got onto the interchange from 1-40 to 1-15, I stopped at a Stater 
Brothers supermarket for some beverages and snacks. A group of gibbons 
wielding lightsabers cognates in the parking lot. It seems the leader had some 
Lifesavers stuck to the fur on his chest. Being a Hispanic kid Lifesavers and 
Lightsabers is confusing because of the fricative ‘B’ but I hope you get the joke. 

I shield my true love from the apes spitting lifesavers onto us in some sort of 
protest over the price of said Lifesaver candies. 

“Our car will be okay, gibbons are apes not barbarians. You can tell by the use of 
Lightsabers and the flying saucers hovering in the nearby unpaved dirt lot used 
to house the seasonal Christmas tree lot, Pumpkin Patch and Strawberry Stand. 
These are the new flying saucers that don’t kick up as much dust and rocks 
known to damage cars like mine.” I reassure her as the automatic doors open in 
front of us. I would hate for a Lifesaver to get into Yesenia’s raven locks. “These 
guys use the new gravity generator with a slight matter dampener so that 
material on the planet stays in place so as not to damage the environment. I 
helped with the design that one summer at Area 51.” 

“Your brain is a scary place to live, David Estrada. I feel evaporate...Maryam 
said I'm the Rain and you are the Wind. And there is a coming storm. But my 
involvement at Stater Brothers in Barstow California should be only for snacks 
and beverages. Although we could get something more substantial. I'm in need 
to a greasy spoon and coffee sort of dinner.” 

We get some water and Rockstars and drive to a little place... 

“A Sizzler, David, how quaint. Whatever will I wear for such an occasion? Such 
sumptuous delights will come on the salad bar? Will you dip your cheesy toast 
into the ketchup?” 

“Such wit will get you a cock meat sandwich at the nearest Motel 6...” I dust off 
the road from her tee-shirt and gaze into her eyes as she takes off her 
sunglasses. That’s what they tell me goes for love among the Bizarro set. 



Chapter 5: Cardinal James Gibbons and Caesar Estrada Chavez. 

“It is the right of the laboring classes to protect themselves and the duty of the 
whole people to find a remedy against avarice, oppression, and corruption.” 
Cardinal James Gibbons. 

July 26, 1997 I was so drunk I thought Skin Heads Against Racial Prejudice was 
a good idea at a party attended by Neo-Nazis...So much for being sharp. 

“Why would I be ‘that guy’...” I asked Yesenia. 

“Much of your life, it was a way for girls who like you to speak about you with 
Nazi ears listening even before you created this SHARP thing. Before that night, I 
just thought it was an electronic company or a synonym for smart. Denise and 
Toni Robinson ruined much of your life with their planned molestation veiled by 
their need for Toni to seduce you, so they could access all that Hepburn money 
in some trust fund. I guess fueled by their need for cocaine and love of Adolf 
Hitler, their numbers grew into what the FBI now calls ‘al qaeida ghabi’...but 
America is a different place now.” 

“Arabs are too honorable a people to have such a stain on them. The United 
States Military needs all the linguists it can to work on the problem of stupidity.” 
Sitting looking into her eyes as I dipped my cheesy bread into a pool of ketchup, I 
realized how much I loved her then and how much our love has grown together 
in more ways than our openminded sexual practices. The safe word is ‘Safe 
Word’. 

Some of the people at the party on Elmrock Avenue in Whitter days after I was 
forced to sign a ‘Death Warrant’, began writing letters to have me blacklisted 
from publishing and any other form of entertainment because White Power in 
Whittier can’t compete with David Estrada’s use of the English language. 
Language, the specific language that is, is coded on the DNA according to each 
parent’s desire for their children to be ignorant and political boundaries they find 
themselves in. So, Mary Hepburn and Arturo Sanchez wanted me to be smart, so 
they wished I would be and out I came and went to live with the Estrada’s already 
knowing that I hate people who worship Adolf Hitler. 

Gloria Hepburn went on to marry Arturo Sanchez and have four more children. 
David Estrada played jump rope with his younger sister in kindergarten much to 
the chagrin of Denise Jones who was a coked out fifth grade teacher. Toni 
Estrada’s adoption was to be closed because Denise was a drug addict and Toni 
was born with Fetal Alcohol Syndrome. Melvin Cassidy’s family thought this was 
better than people of varying ethnicities living among the ‘Average White 
Families’ and producing mixed ethnicity children...! love America and I wanted so 
much to play hide and go seek with my biological family. When anything can 
happen, anything will happen. Nothing is Impossible. An open adoption was 
closed for the safety of a lot of people. Social Justice is possible. 

Sizzlers often have such shitty selection in alcohol and we are in Barstow 
heading back in to Southern California. I figured that a fifth of Jameson 
concealed in a backpack would go unnoticed. When we filled our soda glasses 
with a bit of whiskey, it became apparent to the staff that we were drunk. Being 
that we were one of three parties at three tables with no more than ten customers 
partaking of the fine dining Sizzler offers travelers of the roads. An underpaid 
Filipino waitress approached us in the dining room. The darkness of the 
restaurant drew one’s attention away from the dust building up on the overhead 
light fixtures. 



Only an hour before we were ordering ‘All you can eat shrimp and steak’ with the 
salad bar. As we ordered, I argued with the manager about the nature of the 
dish...Yesenia had my back on this one but alas... 

“...That’s why the menu board says, ‘Steak and All You Can Eat Shrimp’, so you 
want to order the salad bar as well or should I call the police?” 

I'm not one for confrontation, we wanted to drink, and the pangs of hunger had 
us at wits end. 

“We will have two.” I said as Yesenia used her fingers to signal both the number 
and to indicate that we were calling off the troops. “So much for having my back.” 
I said. 

She grabbed my ass and said: “And what a lovely back you have Mr. Gibbon. I'm 
hungry.” 

And so now we sat inside a dank Sizzler eating shrimp and drinking whiskey 
planning our next move. The lighting was shit and our bottle was empty so after 
about three hours we hid that dead solider in one of those pots that hold silk 
plants. We stumbled on our way to a local Days Inn. Driving cautiously, got us to 
our hotel for a night of wedded bliss.. .each night with Yesenia is bliss so I follow 
it up with the day as well. A Day is a 24-hour period...Night is a part and Day is a 
part but should more succinctly be called Daytime and Nighttime. 



Chapter 6: Sexual Dimorphism and Estrus 

In science-fiction there is nothing sexier than time machines. 

“Are you David Estrada?” A woman asked while Yesenia and I were having 
coffee at a coffee shop on Harbor Boulevard near the Fullerton Courthouse. 

“And who are you?” She threw a manila envelope with plans for a time machine. 
She left the plans on the table between Yesenia and I months before our road 
trip to New Mexico. The manila envelope was simply labelled TIME MACHINE'. 
“I’m Salome. And now I’m out of here.” She said almost a year ago. 

In Barstow, Yesenia and I discussed the future of my time machine and my love 
for her. We went to breakfast the morning after getting drunk at the Sizzler and 
almost making asses out of ourselves if only someone would have given more 
shits about the etiquette of their clientele. 

At Denny’s I read through the book titled ‘So you want to build a Time Machine, 
David Estrada?' By David Estrada...a working manual. 

“Apparently, we wrote this...” I told her as we drank coffee and water waiting for 
our order to be taken. “It’s filled with jokes that only make me laugh.” I said. 

“You can’t please everyone, so please yourself?” Yesenia said as she nursed a 
hangover. “As a medical professional I should know to drink plenty of water while 
drinking alcohol so as to avoid a hangover caused by dehydration. And If you 
don’t have a great lover...give yourself a hand.” 

The book is laden with jokes and schematics for building wiring the whole thing 
together. It begins by describing the ‘End of Time’. The ‘End of Time’ is a place 
outside of time holding both ends up like a peg on a round bookshelf. On a linear 
bookshelf the bookends go at each end right and left to hold the books in 
between vertical. This place ‘the End of Time’ is a place outside of space-time 
where time springs from and goes to smolder before springing forth again in the 
Prime Event where some believe there should be a Prime Mover... 

“David Estrada, you are the Prime Mover and will continue to be the Prime 
Mover.” I read these parts aloud for the amusement of my true love, sipping diner 
coffee with her blouse slightly open so that I can see a freckle on her left breast 
and watch a drop of coffee splash into her cleavage with a smile across her face 
from the amusement of this manual of a truly extraordinary appliance. 

“In this place you will find the ‘Time’ to be 9:07 AM. It is quite strange but upon 
leaping from era to era the pilot of the ‘Silver Platter’ which you will come to call 
your time machine finds that when they enter this place the time machine 
disappears and its pilot and occupants are standing in a space of white with no 
discernable edges or structures save the analog clock and the door directly in 
front of the pilot. Until the pilot opens the door the passengers are in this place 
indefinitely. Once the door opens...Space-time envelope the crew and you find 
yourselves back in the time machine and in the place, you wanted to be at the 
correct time.” 

“David, did I ever tell you how sexy time machines are?” Yesenia asked as she 
raised her hand. 

“Check please!” I said with an air of urgency. 

Somewhere in Southern California, neo-Nazis are watching the TV show Friends. 
I find it strange that anti-Semites enjoy ‘Friends’. Matthew Cassidy of***** 
Marlinton Drive wants to kill me because of my love for Yesenia Vega where his 
cousin Michael Cassidy was my pediatric nurse at Children’s Hospital Los 
Angeles. As was my love Yesenia, under the guise of a Nurse Jessica who 



brushed my hair. One year her and her father, George, made World War One era 
airplanes and gave them to my mom to give to me. I had no place to house such 
treasures, so I asked if we could give them to my cousin Rosalie for sale in her 
yard. And so, I think of her family the Vegas and think that The Rains in Spain 
fall mainly on the plains’. 

And at some other time, we sat in her black Jeep Wrangler the same sort of truck 
Matthew Cassidy had, watching the rain fall in Fullerton in a winter in 1998. She 
said how she loved the rain and in high school she coined the nickname 
‘Rainman’ for me hoping I would go to her family’s home two cul-de-sacs west of 
my family home. Alas, I must be stupid because we stopped talking about Stella 
and George Vega because some neighbors didn’t think the Estrada’s should 
raise me...and with each passing day I forgot about the most beautiful girl in the 
Universe and a wonderful babysitter. It’s funny in the Multiverse for me to limit 
Yesenia’s beauty to only one universe. 

Watching Yesenia’s naked body lying on the motel bed with a beam of the setting 
sun cast across her pristine back with her raven locks strewn hither and yon...I 
can’t help thinking of the Sundance Kidd holding a gun to my head for saying 
motherfucker while I was being forced by the Cassidy family and many White 
Power families in Whittier to sign a Death Warrant. On July 25, 1997 men tried to 
have me rape my mother, Mary Estrada. But like I told them for about three hours 
it would be better if they killed me. I think these people want to blackmail me for a 
fortune that I don’t have, and they cannot have when I am dead. 

Making love puts me at ease. And knowing Yesenia is safe, in my arms or 
otherwise puts me in a frame of mind where I begin to feel that I can build a time 
machine. The next morning, I drove us home in our Honda. 

The wind blew from the North as we made the interchange from 1-15 to 1-10 near 
Ontario Mills shopping center. From there we took highway 57 and exited 
Imperial Highway heading east to Whittier. Our beach house in Balboa is just 
that, a beach house for weekends and Summer getaways. 

Yesenia flipped through the book that I wrote to give myself a clue on how to 
build a time machine. For years I could have used a clue as to how much 
Yesenia Vega loved me and then one day her dad, George and Yesenia made 
some World War One era planes and gave them to mom. (I assure each and 
every reader that Yesenia could build those planes herself.) Those planes were 
awesome, but I had no place to place them. Any gift from George and Stella 
would be appreciated. ..if only my family had been able to speak more openly 
about our friends I would have remembered their surname was Vega. I loved 
Yesenia so...and because the Sundance Kidd had someone bug the Estrada 
home we never spoke openly at our home and the things I said were shot down 
as crazy because like the Green River Killer, the Sundance Kidd targeted 
underage runaways. 

I pulled into the driveway of an unassuming house on Pounds street that Stella 
and George owned to pick up our children from their grandparents. Mary and 
Stella were watching a cooking show while George Vega, Jesus Estrada, George 
Jr, Ed Estrada, Anthony Vega, Nadine and a couple other family members 
including our children were on the patio helping with a barbecue. 

My sister Audrey Tautou was having a beer with the boys acting so very 
threatening as any sister could when you know that she sacrificed part of herself 
to save me and part of her career so that our relationship didn’t have to be a 
secret. It’s like a Wes Anderson movie when we are together. I think she’s 



threatening George Jesus with drunken hug from his favorite aunt if Tootsie and 
Beanna aren’t within earshot. And so, as Yesenia and I come out the sliding 
glass door it is apparent that Nadine and Audrey have George Jesus in a pickle 
between two hug-needing-tias. Tootsie is helping set the tables while Beanna is 
bringing out the salads and the sides unto the table. My mom, Mary Estrada is 
talking to Mary Towels, my other mom. Stella has another daughter, Jenny, and 
a sister named Mary.. .And as a walk past all the Marys, I think about our visit 
with Jesus and Maryam, AKA Our Lady of the Street Lights. 

Thinking these thoughts were troubling because I hate to leave Yesenia out of 
the conversations in my head. Maryam likes to be called Maryam...She was born 
of St Anne from a Bedouin family and the trouble started when she was visiting 
Cairo. A family of shepherds come into town with a pregnant daughter and no 
husband. Joseph was from a family of carpenters who happened along to see 
Maryam being accused by men who didn’t know a good thing when they saw 
one. And like people like that they must kill what they won’t understand. Maryam 
was younger than she ought to be to be pregnant and not know the father. 

Joseph was too old to put up with this shit in his neighborhood and so he rescued 
her. This was at the time of the census and so Mary went with the man who 
rescued her and became her husband, to Galilee. 

“There is that glimmer in your eyes, David.” Sister Mary Martin says to me. My 
Tia Anita Estrada was my sophomore and junior year Spanish Teacher and one 
of the first people to learn that if someone I am familiar with is in a place that I am 
unfamiliar to see them then I let them go unnoticed unless.. .they pose a threat 
and then I see the wolf in wolves clothing. “Thoughts of Our Lady, again.” 

“Yeah, Tia. I told you it happened again in Roswell and this time Yesenia went 
into the desert with me. And like before, two minutes became seven weeks in 
that place. Sister Mary Martin, why would Our Lady choose me to be on her 
team? I can’t reconcile the idea... ‘thats how does she pick The Saints?”’ 

“That’s the mystery...” Sister Mary Martin often wears her habit but on a 
Midsummer Night she dressed like a woman who wanted to tell me to have fun 
with Yesenia and to fall in love. The sin she said was not wanting to marry the 
one you love and not just sex before Marriage. The point was to create a child 
with someone who loves me, so that if the need arises a child can make the 
choice to save their father’s life. That night many people found out that the life of 
David Estrada meant nothing to some people who think their opinion matters. 
Bitch Cassidy is barely a man and hides behind guns. He hides Cherri Cassidy 
and Alexander Cassidy from me to try to manipulate me as a grow older in case 
his plan doesn’t work out. Piggy Cassidy is an animal in Bitch’s eyes because 
she is only a tool and not a human like many people think. Matthew and Martin 
are brothers who love each other that way. Joshua Hazelett and Kevin Boyd 
follow along because Don, The Sundance Kidd, and Bitch Cassidy supply drugs 
to the neighbors so as to keep the streets white... 

Then I think perhaps many families were divided over the issue of my etiquette 
being something everyone learns and not like Josh Hazeltt would say that 
personality is genetic just like the being Mexican makes learning Nahuatl easy. 

At the end of porn, the man shoots his guacamole to give the cumdumpster what 
they call a facial. But guacamole is a Kiche word spoken by the Maya of the 
Highlands. For all I know Peggy hid the children who may have had some hope 
to avoid the death penalty from me. Or maybe the Melvin’s family was united 



against immigrants and want the United States of America to send Lady Liberty 
back to France. 

Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame, 

With conquering limbs astride from land to land; 

Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand 
A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame 
Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name 
MOTHER OF EXILES. From her beacon-hand 
Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command 
The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame. 

"Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!" cries she 
With silent lips. "Give me your tired, your poor, 

Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free, 

The wretched refuse of your teeming shore. 

Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me, 

I lift my lamp beside the golden door!" 

I'm watching my family in surreal, gather to share a meal, the thoughts of my life 
with Yesenia seem like Shakespeare, Midsummer Night’s Dream past away with 
my Near-Death Experience on Marc and Audrey’s birthday. Marc and Marina 
show up carrying libations, dessert, and children in tow. All three of my dads and 
moms were sitting in places of honor with Ya-ya... Stella and George Vega, 
Harriet and Arturo Sanchez, Mary and Jesus Estrada, and Mary Towels...her 
husband went to fetch something from the store, but Bill will return, momentarily 
with Topher. Is Stella and George’s backyard big enough for the people 
nonetheless the love. 

Not knowing the mood of the group, I'm not sure if I am to be tight-lipped, so 
airing on the side of caution I don’t drink to intoxication and thus bring forth the 
story of my time with Maryam and Jesus in the hinterlands. 

I go to the garage to work on the gravity generator. This is the most crucial piece 
of my time machine. I cannot shy away from this daunting task, but it begins with 
a semiconductor and a laboratory centrifuge. 



Chapter 7: Taking the Plunge and the expedition into the town of Clunge 

‘In the town of Clunge was the Roman Spring of Urethra which was furnished 
with a statue dedicated to Clitoris the Heroine told of in the tales of prehistory.’ 
“Yesenia,” I say waving a piece of paper. “I could have been a great writer like a 
modern Alexandre Dumas, but alas I am making a time machine.” Many 
psychologists will ask themselves why such a man is obsessed with time 
machines. My love reads the bit of erotic prose aloud and begins to remove her 
oil stained tee shirt with hand covered in oil and muck from putting the time 
machine together. 

“The children are away for the weekend at with my parents and yours as well. 
And the best you can do is this shit.” (Have you noticed that the same letters 
used to make ‘shit’ are used to make ‘this’.) She says smearing some oil across 
her breast. “And so, this means we are finished for the day, David?” 

“Darling, we have only just begun but as far as the time machine goes, we have 
concluded our work. And so, play time has begun.” 

Holding her hands while water showers from above I think of our wedding vows 
and standing face to face and seeing her glorious smile. Making love is more 
than the act of intercourse...it is making a happy life for as many people as I can 
and keeping my family happy and safe. And so, we finish and lie naked on the 
bed looking at the instructions for the time machine. 

“I’m sure glad my Grandpa and my Uncle run the tow truck company. We get a 
discount on auto parts but what about some of these other things, David.” 

“We could do the whole ‘Bill and Ted’ thing where we give ourselves the parts we 
lack funds for in the future.” I say with a smile on my face. 

“We already have them, don’t we?” She asked. 

“Credit cards and time machines...Don’t leave the Earth without them.” 

As I follow the instructions, I wrote and had my friend Salome give to me couple 
months ago while Yesenia and I enjoyed a night at a coffee shop, I noticed the 
Gravity Generator was nearly finished. 

It seems a simple...a Laboratory Centrifuge spins while the semiconductors are 
hinged on the four arms and when they are powered the spinning and the 
electrity weave gravity at a point forward of the generator. Depending on the 
speed of the spinning the ‘event’ is pulled toward the generator. Slower: far 
away...Fast: close. 

I set the generator at three feet and bolted the table and the generator to the 
garage floor. I plugged the ‘Gravity Generator’ into the power socket. I flipped the 
switch and stepped back four feet, exactly four feet from the ‘Gravity Generator’. 
The electrical conduction began to take shape as the spinning began more 
forceful. A point in space began to form...describing the ‘Event’ is like hold your 
breath while being kicked in the crotch. But a darkish point began to swirl and 
take on the sheen of a Crystal ball with condensation. Clouds began to form, and 
a storm parted twice as the ‘event’ truly took shape. 

The instructions stated: “...at this size and setting it would be safe to leave the 
‘generator’ on and little to no debris will gather in the ‘Event Horizon’...thank you 
for creating a mini ‘Black Whole’...look at the big brains on David. The bulk of the 
power needed was consumed by turning on the ‘Engine’ and once running will 
create power and lower your electric bill. 

A box of Kristina’s ballet costumes lay nearby and the feathers of a boa she once 
wore to a ballet recital sway in the breeze created by the ‘Engine’. Five quarts of 



oil in an oil pan ripple from the gravity created by my creation. Thinking 
everything was fine I left the garage with the light on and a sense of 
accomplishment. 

Kristina and George were sleeping. At three in the morning, I fell asleep next to 
Yesenia breathing softly as she slept with the Netflix on streaming some Fox 
Cartoon for adults. I like Spider-Man better, but Family Guy has its moments. 

A lazy Saturday kept Yesenia and I in bed. If you know what I mean but as for 
the children... 

Awakening to find a ‘Mini Black Hole Machine’ in the garage was astonishing for 
young George Jesus Estrada. But watching it suck up some oil and that 
aforementioned feather boa, truly piqued my young son’s interest. 

There is no soft and uncomplicated way of saying this... 

When your oldest man child goes from ‘George the Dragon Slayer’ to ‘George 
the Dragon or Quetzalcoatl the Serpent god and the bringer of the rain. Your 
family is scarred in the most inauspicious way. 

Screaming. “...You turned off the Gravity Generator? You were in the garage 
looking for what?” I didn’t know to be furious or frightened because the oil and 
feathers weren’t coming off no matter how hard Yesenia and I scrubbed George 
naked in the tub as Kristina held his hand reassuring him as best your fraternal 
twin sister could in a situation that normally called for her sarcasm and ‘you are 
so fucked George...when mom and dad get home, shit.’ 

Kristina held George’s...what can now be called claw. “...Dad, was there a 
section in the book entitled: ‘So George has been tarred and feathered’.” 



Chapter 8: Neo-Nazis Minding Their P’s and Q’s.. .What the Police are like in 
America. 

Sometimes it helps having an adopted daughter, especially when your son has 
become Quetzalcoatl. Sandra Estrada was born of a bit of controversy... 

Some years ago, a couple of Assclowns wanted Assclown children but couldn’t 
conceive naturally. The male Assclown couldn’t produce sperm so they went to 
get a donation and so in vitro. It is important to Assclowns to have children so 
that they can take over the world and usher in a new holocaust. Millions of 
people died so that Assclowns can have the right to free speech and Mexicans 
should never write books about their Assclown neighborhood. 

I don’t know why Assclowns trust the medical profession, I don’t know why there 
are so many Assclowns in human suits running around. African Descendent 
people say each morning I hope I don’t have to deal with Assclown crime 
today...Why is their racism? People are shitheads, and some are extra special 
and read the greatest of all Assclown books and decide that they have the same 
struggle as some Assclown who started World War 2. 

But I digress, the woman was given in vitro and had a healthy and much to her 
chagrin, non-Assclown baby girl who they named Watermelon. As the greatest 
Assclown of all Sherriff Assclowns taught me one drop of non-Assclown blood 
makes one human. Humanity would solider on with or without the Assclown 
hoards killing in the name of Assclown Jesus who came to purify our skin color. 
As a father, author and, narrator this child is normal and beautiful...as normal as 
anyone can be who has been infected with free thought... 

Asking what she wanted to be called when we adopted her she asked what’s 
Watermelon in Spanish and so; Sandia? Wasn’t that just some cheap version of 
Pygmalion? Or as some say giving a pig lipstick. But some female police officers 
are as ladylike as their male counterparts. Most of the women and men of law 
enforcement don’t deserve these slurs just as people like me or you my reader 
need a slur pointing out ethnicity, job or, class. I’ve got some class, but Melvin’s 
family needs a gun and a death warrant at a party, so they feel they have shown 
the lower ethnicities their place in the world. Someday I wish kindness would 
show us our place in the world. 

As George Jesus is asleep in bed his wings are coming in and the five of us are 
in a Quarantined room of the hospital. The family of David Estrada hasn’t a safe 
place in the world... 

I brought the manual with me, so I keep reading and looking for a section... 

“It Goes without Saying...but at Some Point, in Time You Had to Meet 
Quetzalcoatl.” 

That’s an interesting title. “Do you remember all those Frank Herbert books? But 
in reality, George Jesus is the creature who makes time travel possible...except 
he’s Mexican and didn’t need the ‘spice Melange’ or Mexican Tar to make this 
transformation. 

The event created by the Gravity Engine used the oil, feather boa, microbes, and 
the dense time/space to make a being that combined with George Jesus Estrada 
in such a way that the death of Gwen Stacy and the ringing of the Clock Tower 
Bell cannot separate the creature because your son’s body is helping to finish the 
growth of Quetzalcoatl. He is a child and in need of your love. Yesenia may 
understand, if you remember you’re not a looker but you have some special 
skills, at least in bed.” 



“Rainbow, at some time in the future I wrote this, and this was supposed to 
happen?” 

“David, I was reading along.” She smiled, got up slapped me in the face, and 
went to hold our son’s hand. At this point in the story I could use a pint and then 
the Military show up to escort us to Area 51. “I told you.” I say hold Kristina and 
Sandy by their hands as we are taken to a HMMWV or what the kids call a 
Humvee. “Dad’s new friends are going to take us to Area 51.” 

One of the soldiers shakes his head... “And how would you know sir?” 

“It’s in the book I wrote that I gave to someone to give to me...” 

“When did you write that, David?” Yesenia asks. 

“Sometime in the future? I’m not too sure because there is a section titled: Time 
Loops’ and Tying up Loose Ends”. I answer so wittily that my love gives me a 
purple nerple. 

“You turned our only son into a time-traveling Aztec God of Rain, I think the time 
for jokes is over.” 

The soldiers take away our cell phones and other electronics and we are each 
given some snacks for the drive to Edwards Air Force Base. Once arriving we 
are given a change of clothing and access to a shower. 

George Jesus has awoken and is allowed to wash...It seems that he has some 
control of the appearance and quality of his new body. 

“Dad, I have superpowers.” 

“George, you have always been super to me.” I'm trying to reassure the lot of us 
because he takes me hand with his hand where only hours ago was a talon. I 
help him with his shoes like a doting father who is afraid this may be the last time 
I see my son. 

“Because of unique circumstances, the US Military has Black Ops Uniforms for 
children and in the color of your choice...” The liaison is a woman who seems 
deeply caring so I assume our caretakers care about our unique circumstance. 
“David, soldiers liberated your Gravity Engine from your garage in Whittier 
California at 11 hundred hours this morning and it and your family are on route to 
Dreamland....George Jesus Estrada...” My son stepped forward. “I want to 
welcome you and I am here to help you and your family. My name is Doctor Julia 
Gerardo. I understand you can alter your appearance by thought. Do you feel 
anything else? Is there anything else you want to discuss? Any of you, this is for 
your protection and this is protective custody. Although your movements are 
confined, we want to make you comfortable. We will be moving out at zero hour.” 
“We leave at midnight for Area 51 with my Gravity Drive in tow?” 

“Yes.” She walked out of the room where my family was being kept and I finished 
tying my son’s shoelaces. 

Most people do the best they can for the common good, the Government of the 
United States of America is no exception. Sometimes the common good is the 
freedom of the individual and sometimes it is the compliance of the individual to 
the mandate of the group. Where loose lips may sink ships in wartime, free 
speech should be protected but not used until the appropriate time and place. 



Chapter 9: Dreamland and Making Amends to People Whom “I Want to Kill You”, 
is a Party Joke When You’re a poor Excuse for a Badge and a Gun. 

It’s all fun and games until David Estrada, your humble Author and Narrator, 
goes most his life never being loved by a woman who loves him back and the 
police want to sweep me under the carpet. But not all people are the same.... 

Our plane lands in Dreamland at Zero Two Hundred Hours or so. 

George Jesus is wheeled out of the C-17 cargo plane having become fully 
human again he was allowed to walk the tarmac with the rest of my family and 
military escorts. The lights of the airfield shone off the glass particles within the 
asphalt. Our escorts were in no rush. My Gravity Generator was in a metal cargo 
box. Inside the buildings we were guided through a maze of hallways and into a 
briefing room. We sat in the classroom style desk chairs. And when we got tired 
of waiting, we waited some more. 

At zero Three thirty we were greeted and given some food and coffee. 

“Mr. Estrada,” Spoke the woman from Edwards Air Force Base. “I Have some 
photos to show you please sit.” My family sat in their chairs and ate and drank 
what the Military had provided. 

A digital projector came on and the lights dimmed. A video of a silver disk came 
on the screen and a man came out floating above our home. Oil drums came 
dropping to the ground and although there was no sound you could tell the man 
yelled at the spacecraft for dropping the drums so haphazardly. Almost on his 
toes from what we could see. The man was dropped a shovel the same way. The 
film looked old...the drums went in the holes and they were covered. Before she 
shut the video off Mary Estrada is seen coming out of the house on 
Maybrook...the film was from the 1970’s. And we weren’t even born then. 

“This film was taken by a neighbor of your family before you and Yesenia were 
born. The oil drums were never dug up because the film was only viewed once, 
and the owner buried the film in the yard in a similar way and disappeared 
leaving no evidence of what happened save for your mom’s story about seeing a 
UFO. The neighbor wrote a letter to the Army some years ago...the film was 
recovered but we left the oil drums where they were buried until your quarantine. 
There was a note inside signed: ‘With compliments...John the Baptist’.” 

“The neighbor in question was taken away by our people So with that said 
welcome to the infamous Hangar 18.. .You have liberty to use the facility to build 
your time machine and we ask you to stay within the hangar building. Don’t 
venture outside.” 

I have the whole hangar as my work area and, so I explored my equipment and, 
the things the military provided for me. George Jesus made use of the time and 
space to test the limits of his new body. Transforming to and from his 
Quetzalcoatl form. He flew about the hangar like a bird flying for the first time. 
Then as I watched him, he teleported from point to point within sight. Yesenia 
and the girls went looking for some beds and more food. 

While Doctor Gerardo checked in on the womenfolk a man walked into the 
hangar as I began to assemble a frame for the time machine. 

“Hello...” the man yelled. “That’s quite the echo in here...I’m Carlos Garcia. I’m a 
psychiatrist employed here in Dreamland. Some people have a strange way of 
dealing with this sort of isolation. Being secretive with families at home on their 
weeks or weekends off or being stuck here for much of their lives and after 
retirement the shock of coming out of this dream.. .as it were.” 



George Jesus flew down from the ceiling in his Quetzalcoatl form to say: “Hello, 
Carl? I know most people call you Carl...Sorry about your Starr.” 

“I’m David Estrada,” I said shaking Carlos’ hand. “My son can travel though time. 
And it seems he is the key to my machine travelling in Time/Space.” 

George Jesus switched back into human form. Extending his hand to give Carlos 
a greeting they smiled at each other. 

“Do you like to be called Quetzalcoatl or George? The people in HR say I’m 
making mountains out of moles because I don’t like to be called Carl, I guess in 
this job I had my ethnicity removed along with dignity and intolerance for racism.” 
Carl looks at me. 

“It depends.. .on my form, function, and future. As I age, I mature, and the serious 
nature of my being becomes a weight on my heart...Quetzalcoatl and yeah I was 
doing research on you before you came in and the man who hired you...he was 
given a break that you never reported his racial epithet.” 

My heart sinks with these weighty words from my child. I pretend to be busier 
than I am. 



Chapter 10: The Rains in Spain fall on the Children of St James. 


I thought I knew something like I want to kill you was never a joke, especially 
when your party favors are cocaine and handguns...and when I say 
motherfucker you invade my parents’ home while my mom sleeps and the SWAT 
member hides in the bathroom adjacent to the master bedroom. 

To the hostage takers of July 26. 1997 my books and my efforts to love and be 
loved are to be thwarted because we may look like we wanted to kill the Estradas 
of Maybrook Avenue if anyone finds out. We need to say it’s a joke, so they 
never ask why Don, The Sundance Kidd, was never on the Sex Offenders list or 
no one ever asked why he moved next door only months after he killed Smiley 
Rodriguez. Why can David Estrada never love...why? Because he owes his 
neighbors money for allowing him the privilege of life, when these people want to 
bring the holocaust to America and start with sick children. If I say Matthew 
Cassidy stabbed a boy at the Showcase Showdown in Corona California in 1994 
or something like that...because the boy was another color or political 
persuasion. 

I'm sorry if you think that I should be quiet when injustice happens... 

To me because I’m nothing. I’m the shit on your shoe. And so, Robert Geoff Ray 
Wells wants a thousand dollars from me in exchange for reintroducing me to 
Yesenia...but she doesn’t exist anymore because whites make jokes with loaded 
guns at parties...for browns and black people that’s cause for jailtime. But no one 
needs to worry when they have an Uncle John Cassidy, Judge and his secretary 
extraordinaire, Margret ‘Piggy’ Cassidy to forge his signature and make the woes 
of a family of extortionist go away. 

We need never talk about the Sanchez’s or the Hepburns...that night was just a 
figment of my imagination. 

Don’t call them whores says John Amador... 

And Lisa Wise is Toni Jones (Estrada) who molested me and needs to kill me 
because I know too much. And I can never love because the people of East 
Whitter are covering up for the white drug dealers and a child prostitution ring 
spearheaded by Don The Sundance Kidd. 

I guess I am wrong to love Yesenia...after twenty years I still think she could 
have done better. And there she is walking into the hangar while George Jesus 
zips in and out of space/time and I work on my time machine. I work on this 
machine so that she may love me and forgive my disastrous life. I want her so 
much to share only in the smiles, laughs, and cheers but that would rob her of 
the sadness that make the happy so much sweeter. Maybe Stella left my 
sweetheart in the car while she buys luncheon meats. 

Do vegetarians go to meetings...is that a code for someone who doesn’t care to 
go to an anonymous program. The people are kind sometimes, but I’ve never 
been social the way others are...I guess that makes me unsuitable for love. I 
shouldn’t be making a time machine for my loves I should have just paid the 
whores in Pahrump Nevada but that wasn’t a joke. These men want me to have 
a whore, so Matthew Cassidy could have Yesenia...but now in Area 51 they 
cannot follow us around and I guess hypnotism will make me forget about my 
love and wonder what happened the night I found love and they brought guns to 
a party on Elmrock in Whittier California. 

I feel like Dr. Strangelove as I work on this my flying saucer. 



“What will you call it?” Yesenia asks as she strokes my earlobe running her 
fingers on my neck. Her smile is warm like the Spring. Radiating my cold 
disposition, she is my respite when my family leaves me in the snow as a young 
baby. 

“What does one call a flying saucer?” I responded as I stood to walk to the sink to 
clean my hands. The oil washed down the drain with industrial hand soap. 
“David,” Carlos Garcia began speaking to me...” Those people in 1997. They 
weren’t Police or any good person at all they were a bunch of Child Date Rapist 
Drug Dealers who may have worked at the Postal Services in downtown Los 
Angeles. They are nobody worse than nobody they are the true nuisance of your 
little neighborhood.” 

“George Jesus...I need you to fact check that shit.” 

With a blip and a whisper my son was gone and back. “Dad. Those assholes are 
worse than nobody. They may have helped Timothy McVeigh.” 

“Darling Rainbow, I think this flying saucer will be dubbed...The Fire and 
Brimstone’.” 

“And you will be the Angel of Death to rain down judgement.” Kristina said with 
such vim and vigor that George Jesus blipped out for a moment to fact check the 
Angel of Death thing. He came back laughing in the evilest little way for a 12- 
year-old boy. 

The thing about me, David Estrada, is that before I dove into the time machine 
business, I lusted after a career in the publishing business but alas I have been 
blacklisted by White Power Elks from Fullerton who love, dealing drugs, murder, 
covering up the murders of Hispanic Narcotics Police Officers, and Child 
Prostitution. If you give a middle school girl cocaine its not prostitution when you 
take her for the only things she is worth to a drug dealer who hides in his 
suburban white picket fence family home.. .we can rationalize some of the most 
absurd things when you must protect the skin color of your neighborhood. Keep 
the block white. Is White a culture? Is Hispanic a color? These are things that 
piss on the status quo. I love America...! love Liberty. 

Ryan White is the best misfit I've ever met and a credit to the United States 
Navy. My lady was in that company too. Me, I think, I was paper shuffled into the 
Army at 17 so I could have a kidney transplant without White Powder Power 
doctors trying to kill me because Toni knows best... If only murder was 
encouraged when I was a child. But the true savior of the United States of 
America is Adolf Hitler...the Sundance Kidd cried when he watches the History 
Channel and Hitler commits suicide. Robert Wells strokes his cock thinking of 
how my voice sounds like a girl’s voice on the phone. I still sound like a girl on 
the phone...thank Jesus for texting. Stephen Nelson can’t decide what’s more 
powerful the pen or the sword. Or if his little brother is making shit up about the 
Good White Americans. And it seems that I’m the shame of the Roman Catholic 
Church and Saint Paul high school. The believers are dancing ‘round the flames 
like Ghouls waiting for the word to attack. Strangely the Ghouls and the Wolves 
run together to be the saviors of the weak. Giving the weak a helping hand when 
they become overwhelmed and weary from the endless battle to protect the 
innocents and the innocence within our hearts that keep us from becoming the 
true monsters...the apathetic. 



Chapter 11: Square Dancing and the Inevitability of a Race War. 

Carl is babbling on and on about how the guys in HR say he’s making a big deal 
out of his ethnic heritage. “My name is Carlos Garcia...” He says with an 
exaggerated Spanish accent that ‘We All’ can do on the drop of a dime. African 
Americans can do something similar. The Gaelic’s ‘oh lassie a bit of the sweet 
whiskey for this ol’ silver tonged devil...’ will get the girl wet every time. 

We, Yesenia and I, spoke about our problem with Quetzalcoatl. Whether to skip 
out on Dreamland and right the universes wrongs, help the Military recreate the 
events that made our handsome son this way (being no less handsome but 
altogether devastatingly powerful and in that way beautiful), or go back to the 
event and try to save George Jesus. 

“I know what you and Mom talk about when I’m not around. If you try that it will 
be more damaging than if we just skip out and Reign Down some judgment or 
get into some trouble.” He says buzzing about my head flying upside down in the 
hangar. “And if you help the Military now or later it makes little difference. Why 
don’t you just give the book to Doctor Garcia?” 

I’m sure Uncle John will make sure I’m blacklisted until I suck the cock of his Nazi 
Kinfolk and promise not to call these people Nazis and their proper names. 
Spineless cunts.. .one day they are anti-Semitic until it’s a hate crime their graffiti 
on a Synagogue...then they are Hebrew...to extort money they fake traffic 
accidents and bully women to give them money or they will get the insurance 
involved...(I’d say lets call the police while we are at it but..) and then when they 
can’t get a girl they roofie girls I went to High School with and the SWAT team 
does nothing. In America home invasion is legal when you are ‘Good ol’ Boys’ 
and that damn light skinned Spic just called the neighborhood pedophile drug 
dealing pharmacist...Motherfucker. I opened myself up to death these few years 
because I can’t be afraid of the Elks clubs: Knight of the Southern Cross coming 
to kill me because I made love to a woman who didn’t want to be gang raped by 
Melvin, Martin, Matthew Cassidy. Margret Cassidy would never want Angela as 
her daughter-in-law or Martin to pay for her rape and child support for Little Alex. 

I wish I could be Raymond Gil’s Sword... But I’m wrong to say anything and I 
may not even know the truth. For all I know these Neo-Nazis and home invading 
barbarians could just have an odd way of introducing themselves. Whether it be 
by roofie or by gun...’you and I are going to be friends’. 

“Dad? Are you lost in thought? Are you thinking how you could have prevented 
something that was to happen to save others? What would Grandma Mary say if 
she knew you were wallowing in your defeat when you are so close to having the 
win.” 

“Abuela...she likes it when you call her Abuela.” I say tightening a nut with a 
torque wrench. 

“Grandma Mary Towels?” George Jesus says smiling this oh so creepy smile 
flaunting his new Quetzalcoatl powers at me. 

I look at him with some pride and as he blips away we hug for a moment and 
then puff he is on the other side of the hangar and back again giving me a fist 
bump, a pound, or knuckles if you will. 

“Dad? Is this where you come to hate yourself for hours on end? And pretend to 
build a space ship?” Kristina smiles that sort of strange uneasy smile that feigns 
at...’it’s going to be alright, I think’... “Mom says that these Men in Black are 
much more congenial than the people who wanted to kill you the first time you 



made love in 1997. Is that why it took you 21 years to go on a second date? Mom 
says the trip to the Santa Ana Zoo doesn’t count.” 

“For a little girl in Area 51, you have some strange questions.. .Shouldn’t you ask 
about the other space ships and time machines?” I say as Julia Gerado walks 
into the hangar with an entourage carrying the makings of lunch. A hearty one at 
that. 

“Estrada Family...” She says with an air of exuberance. “I have lunch and some 
good news. I bring them both to you.” She has become one Yesenia’s favorite 
new friends. My wife’s smile when she spies the spread any true gourmet would 
take pictures of so that the pleasure of the food could be savored in their memory 
like a man who takes pictures of his wife fearing the divorce due to his lack of self 
esteem and fear that this moment, however magical it is, is fleeting, and our love 
will dwindle like the change of the seasons. 

“There is a strange thing about this good news...When David is finished with the 
Space ship, you may leave in it with the conditions that you have fun and leave 
the instruction book and some helpful hints as to how to recreate your Time 
Machine?” She smiles a sort of queer smile that tells of one thing; she can’t 
believe what she was told to say, or it is an absolute lie. The absurdity of what 
she just said considered, I think that was the truth. “As for George Jesus...his 
condition is not life threatening. By our scientists’ estimation he may actually live 
indefinitely...They can’t tell how long he would live because of the time travel 
powers he has acquired in the accident. We hardly like to call it an accident...” 
The last part of the comment left me feeling guilty. 



Chapter 13: Can’t you hear the thunder and why we skipped Chapter 12... 


“We didn’t crash!” I screamed. “You have to crash or not have a way out to be 
stranded.” I tried to scold George Jesus, but he zipped out of sight. In the middle 
of the Australian outback is a great place for a space station to crash but I made 
a space ship with time travel capabilities. 

“Dad?” he popped back in holding his mother’s hand. “I thought we were going to 
Disneyland?” 

There was such a guilt that hung over me like the blackest clouds. Yesenia is my 
rainbow. Love is Paradise...it is the Refuge I have sought from the harsh reality 
that suffering is caused by selfish people. Is it my selfishness that has captured 
my characters into my own universe...? 

“David? Disneyland?” Yesenia asked in the most sarcastic way. 

“Couldn’t we camp here for a day or two...” 

“It’s fine...Dad?” George Jesus said... “Dad, I've been blipping around the 
multiverse and space/time...okay, Dad? In one universe you marry Aunt Audrey 
Tautou. And I’m one of the four horsemen of the Apocalypse. And in another you 
have two daughters and they are named Kristina and Zaineb individually...” 

I think to myself as I kick around rocks in the dust of the Australian outback. 
Princess Tim is in need of some praise because he is an actual person who used 
an alias in a grocery store...because Tim Nolan and his family are in fact family 
friends. See Princess Tim and I were almost to play football together. Reference 
the Good Book... 

Tim Nolan married a wonderful friend who helped me with the idea that being 
Shit Out of Luck isn’t necessarily a bad thing. “Dad? Who is Sol David Druga? 
And why is Mom pretending to an Arab Pleasure Princess on a road trip to save 
America?” 

The whole almost Saint Paul High School football because I have kidney disease 
and contact sports such as American Football may have exacerbated my need 
for a transplant in the future. I didn’t go to hell week because how do you explain 
that...And then you think I don’t even go to reunions because of Toni Jones, 

Yolie (or something I’m the undercover pig of St Paul), and Lisa Wise being the 
same child molester who didn’t want to be an Estrada. “Oh, Dad that Toni whore 
who molested you...in another universe she’s Miss America but in that universe 
Miss America was the ‘Patty Hearst’ of our universe. Although she was never 
pardoned by Bill Clinton...She was Bill Clinton’s second wife and renamed: “the 
second Gimp”. So, there was never any need because Bill Clinton was the 
Symbionese Liberation Army candidate for the Presidency in 1993. And still she 
was the Undercover Valedictorian of St Paul high school class of 1994?” 

And so, nobody knew, and nobody said anything and the fact that I never date 
was never cause for anyone to ask, why? No homecomings and coming home 
late to the chagrin of Stella Vega. No Proms and making haste of the Prom and 
the Prom dress. But I made haste of my life...I was off like a prom dress because 
what life would I want if I couldn’t share the journey with a lover, but I had to wait 
to be loved when I was a medical doctor. I know I own Toni’s family, The Friends 
of Hitler, my life and my fortune but I never wanted any because there was no 
one to share the joy of living with except for my mom. Mary Estrada deserves all 
the happiness in the world. I wanted to share my cock with that special Rainbow, 
but I could not The Friends of Hitler are also Police and know Police who say a 
death contract is okay...Art Sanchez knows it means nothing but the guns these 



people use to enforce their will with means much more than my words. The pen 
is only mightier than the sword because my words last longer than my life...if I 
am published but if I can pass my ideas on they will never die so long as they 
catch fire the hearts of the masses who would defy the Friend of Hitler. 

The social worker who asked if the Estrada’s hurt me is a friend of Hitler.. .she 
cut me off as I said Toni hurt me. Toni didn’t want to be an Estrada...but the 
social worker knew what she was doing and that she would be paid for not 
making note that Toni molested me. Seig Heil... 

In the Australian Outback I set up camp near a hovering space ship. 

“Yesenia, Kristina Zaineb...” I called to my wife and daughter as I set the tent up. 
“Dad? Is it okay to leave that thing running?” Kristina asked me in such an 
uneasy way that it seemed like she was scared to ask me such a question. 
“Honey...I think it is fine. But listen I thought of a name, Azrael’s Blade. What do 
you think?” 

“Dad,” Said Kristina... “The manual says you name your time machine The 
Silver Platter’. What is that a reference to?” 

I thought of the implications. Salome must have her John the Baptist. The double 
entendre mustn’t be an accident. 

“Darling, it just means that the flying saucer is silver.” 

While I spoke to my family in the Australian desert, I came to think of the 
Raeliens and hate crimes blamed on me. 

It seems as a child Matthew Cassidy and Toni Robinson with the help of The 
Sundance Kidd and some of the Cassidy family spray painted a Swastika in the 
middle of a Star of David that was on the front of the Temple Beth Ohr. Leaving 
behind a note with my signature they thought they had framed me. They didn’t 
think to actually copy my penmanship and forge my signature. If they had the 
note would be almost illegible. It seems that what follows was like the movie 
Donnie Darko but my Catholic School just turned over writing samples and the 
forensics team found Matthew’s finger prints. His defense must have gone 
something like... 

“I am a Raelien, and we want to start a Race War to help the progress of 
humanity ....” Some such bullshit. Railiens believe in peace and would detest 
such actions. 

“Dad, have you ever thought that these Assclowns are truck drivers?” Kristina is 
a very smart lady.. .that would account for a lot of things. 

The tent was set up. And I thought that it would be more comfortable to sleep on 
the ‘Platter’ but then how often does one sleep in the shadow of Ayer’s rock. 



Chapter 14: The Bankruptcy of Planet Earth and Divining Water on the Surface 
of a Star. 

“Do people really eat vegemite sandwiches in the Australian outback?” Yesenia 
asked as we lay on a serape watching the movement of the night sky. The 
children were asleep, and we whispered as we sat up to drink a bit of wine. 

I investigated her eyes that shone with starlight like a detective on his most 
important case. I could swear I could see the individual stars in her retinas. I 
began to toy with the buttons on her blouse until we began to kiss. Every bit of 
our clothes began to unravel as we disrobed. 

The temperature in the desert drops dramatically at night so much so that frost 
built up on our ejaculate. Before the children could wake we went into the ‘Platter’ 
to shower and put on warmer clothes. 

I wanted to throw the serape into the fire and go back to Mexico and get a new 
one. But Yesenia stopped me... “It’s really a waste of a trip, we have a washing 
machine.” 

“But we had so much fun on that trip...” I said as she threw it into the campfire as 
we began to kiss again. The trip we spoke about was before I built the ‘Silver 
Platter’. 

I started a fire and made coffee. Somewhere on the platter was a pitcher of cold 
espresso that I mix with Coca-Cola to make a ‘Max’...a most perfect drink. But 
now we drank warm espresso mixed with a bit of milk. The Sun rose in the east 
and our children rose in the west...Kristina got out of the tent with a bit dried 
tears in her eyes accentuated by the red clay dust of the area. 

Our son with a blip came to rest next to me in a camping chair... 

“Dad? Did you ever think that this The Sundance Kidd is an innocent and you 
mistake him for a pseudo-mafioso and he gave your child molester her 
motivation for taking away your love...our Mom?” George Jesus said sipping on 
some hot chocolate. 

Yesenia washed Kristina’s face off with a towel and dried it with the serape that 
George Jesus brought with me before he sat to sip his hot chocolate. 

Maybe the whole molestation was to teach me to become a Monk or a Priest? 
That sounds too cruel... 

We packed the camping gear and loaded it unto the ‘Silver Platter’...pulling away 
from Ayer’s Rock in the year 300 AD leaving the aboriginal people, who were 
converging on the campsite with a lustful curiosity, behind. 

To whatever end, I will never love a woman or marry for fear of being killed by 
men with the intent to teach me a lesson. But now I have a Time machine and 
how can one teach someone a lesson when if after the lesson you find yourself 
dead? 



Chapter 15: The Illuminati and Doing the Naughty 

And so there I was at Ayer’s Rock with my love and our children and for those 
fleeting moments...I escaped. I was free. The nature of reality being as it is...I 
then awoke in a hospital bed. I could see down the hall, when I got up, I was 
groggy, but I could see down the hall to the nurses’ station. I saw my true love 
sitting at the desk writing something and eating a bit of salad between 
keystrokes. She was dressed in gray and black scrubs and she came to my 
room. 

“David, I need you to rest.” She spoke to me as though there were never a hint of 
emotional connection. If I weren’t so groggy, I would have begun to cry out of 
desperation and the realization that this is the reality, the adventure in time/space 
is a lie. 

At some point I was restrained, I could see and feel the marks left behind from 
my battle with the true nature of my reality. I got back into bed, desperately 
grabbing at the vapor, the smoke of what was a more perforable illusionary life. A 
life where I was a bit more of the master of my reality. 

Sleep embraced me like a surprise from a night stalker. I fought but soon I was 
caught while thinking of my wedding night as I gazed upon my left hand 
expecting to see my wedding ring. I am worthless. I could remember my life and 
then the life in the hospital bed and how I came to lie there became brilliant and 
shone with the brilliance that we only assign to the truth. 

It was dark, and I could only assume that it was midnight and time for the nurse 
on duty to check my vitals. And so, I awoke to the sweet sound of Yesenia’s 
voice. 

“My love...” I began to stutter lacking moisture in my mouth. It was dry-mouth 
feeling akin to sandpaper on my palette or spitting sand out of a dry mouth. 

“Mr, Estrada, I'm here to check your vitals.” She said with a voice as warm as a 
hearth in winter. The kind of warmth that a family gathers around for growth and 
security.” Nurse Jessica said. “My name is Jessica...” 

This life seemed to be steeped in pain. A sort of withdrawal from life with love 
and a space/time machine hurling through the void for no reason other than the 
thrill of the unknown. 

“I’m here to make you comfortable and ease your pain. My name is Jessica.” 
Aren’t they all named this way that reminds us of our first loves. 

I fell asleep with her voice warm on my ears like the way she used to kiss my 
ears leaving my ear lobes calling out to be dried and making me want more. 
Sometimes in some hospitals you cannot hear the morning larks sing because 
the windows don’t open to let the outside in and vise versa. I awoke listening to 
the chatter between the doctor and a couple nurses... 

“He should know better...” Said Jessica... 

“People like him are a disease.” A doctor said. 

“Ethics from a by-gone era keep us from disposing of his body.” 

My body was nothing a shell, a husk to be disposed of because in the modern 
time I an of no use and my children would be just as useless as I am. 

Sometime later I find myself looking out the window. In life, we have to be what 
others want us to be and none of that has anything to do with being happy. True 
love is reserved for doctors and lawyers...Art is a worthless endeavor in our 
modern world of efficiency. 



There is a shower in the room I am in. What it lacks is anything sharp. I cannot 
finish the task of suicide to which I continue to fail and brings me to the same 
hospital time and again... 

Or is that all the psyche wards look the same after a couple trips. There is a time 
and a place for everything and it seems that I'm always in the wrong place at the 
wrong time, every time. 

Time passes with meditation, and the drowsy thoughts from the medication. My 
thoughts fly back to Yesenia, our children, and the ‘Silver Platter’. That reality 
was the epitome of freedom. While in this time this place I am a prisoner to what 
others think of my thoughts. I wash the body-wash off my face before the soap 
stings my eyes. I watch the suds go down the drain and think of Anthony Perkins 
and Alfred Hitchcock. I shut the shower water off, grab my bath towel, and step 
out of the shower. Steam condensed on the mirror. I wipe the fog off the mirror 
with a hand towel, so I can see myself enough to style my hair. My escapes from 
reality are a bit more costly than a vacation but...Who takes a vacation alone? 
Remebering in the life, Romance and all the little cuddly things that come along 
with it are not for people like me. I put on a pair of boxers and an ‘A-shirt’...then 
some Dickie Shorts. I sit on the edge of my bed letting my mind drift off. I put on 
a pair of Hanes black socks while, bringing my mind back to reality. 

A couple hours go by as I watch the rain puddle and splash. The psychiatrist 
wants to meet with me. Reminding me someone that this is the actual reality and 
the one where a lady loves me is a lie. The lie lived a very long time, keeping me 
happy. When I lived on the side of the Santa Ana River in a tent. The hockey 
nights at the Honda Center are when I pan-handled in the parking lot. Knowing 
those days would be a hit, I bathed in a restroom at the Seven-Eleven giving the 
clerk five dollars to use the facility. 

Those night with a pocketful of cash, I would eat and drink like a proper human 
might if that human enjoyed sandwiches from ‘Which- 1 wich’ and drinks from the 
‘Cherry Pit’. 

And so there I was on a Saturday night in July drinking to my heart’s content. 

She must have had a second job, my nurse Jessica. As I recollect, Yesenia 
works at the ‘Cherry Pit’ using an alias or the nickname ‘Jessica’. Maybe this is to 
keep the second job separate from her duties as a nurse and as she studies to 
become a doctor. 

She brought me another beer...Newcastle and I thank the bard; “A rose by any 
other name would smell just as sweet”. 

I live next to the Santa Ana river. Most days my being is filthy, I smell of piss and 
shit...and now I’m thinking would ‘senia be turned off by some man who smokes 
tobacco. As she sets the beer down, I say, “A beauty such as yours should be 
celebrated...Fireworks and rioters cheering your name.” 

She smiled...’’I’ve got a heart of gold and a ‘Nightingale’ complex”. She sat on 
the chair next to mine at a table near the back. “Keep talking like that and your 
days living next to the river are over”. 

The next couple of weeks we lived and loved like I had never known. I was 19 
years of age when I lived next to the Santa Ana river. I began living with Yesenia 
when we were about 21. That lasted 2 years. We had Newcastles and 
Sunflowers... 

Now, I’m 42 years old and she’s watching over me like an angel...In this hospital 
where the ‘Silver Platter’ crashed. 

“Rainbow?” I ask for her as she walks by... 



“Don’t call me that...Not now, not ever...” She wrote something on a paper on a 
clipboard. 



Chapter 17: Friends, Romans, Van Gogh lend me your ear. 


The end of time is a point/place within space/time where all the points are 
interconnected. 

The end of time is a vast desert. In front of you is a door. An old creaky wooden 
door with paint peeling off. A low hill stands rocky off to the right. A digital clock 
floats about the door always reading 9:07 am. You want to confer that at some 
point and time Salvador Dali came to the end of time. And then brought the 
animators of Looney Tunes for a visit... 

The only sign of life is the crew of the time/space craft. Everything is still save the 
colon blinking and the floating clock face of the digital clock. The door creaks a 
bit as space/time take over and envelope everything in sight leaving you safe and 
sound in the space/time machine. So, there you appear in you designated time 
and very close to your desired location. 

Now, now is a zombie apocalypse sweeping the world. These are peace loving, 
hippy zombies bent on saving the Earth while listening to Bob Marley. Mars is 
partially habitable because of these zombies. Knowing this time would take care 
of itself and there are no answers to George-Jesus’ problem with being the Aztec 
god of Rain, Quetzalcoatl, I decided to leave. No good can come from Bob 
Zombey and the Screaming meanies... 

Leaving this Green Earth, This Green Hell, behind we throw trash, recyclables, 
and emptied the sewage onto Kim Kardashian’s ass as she swam and floated 
sipping a daiquiri. 

There is a little black spot on the Sun today. George-Jesus solidifies his body 
thus returning control to me, David Estrada, his father. 

This close to the sun, we are in danger of its gravity pulling us into the solar 
furnace. 

“I know what you are going to say...” George-Jesus says with an air of 
resignation that screams of ‘I’ve already been down that road’... “The solar 
radiation won’t burn away the Quetzalcoatl from my body.” 

In another part of the ‘Silver Platter’ Kristina and Yesenia speak quietly about 
their feelings concerning this jaunt through time/space. 

“Dad, I’m Quetzalcoatl down to the cellular level. My form changes but it may 
change back and travelling through time is independent of what form I take.” 
George-Jesus spoke with a smile as he transformed as he transformed starting 
with his lips and mouth moving to the extremities. 

The question of fashion was one of the quiet things that no one ever knew as 
Kristina and Yesenia continue to speak of fashion in relation to travelling through 
time/space. 

“Mom? Do we have more clothes? I know we have a place to wash but I’m kinda 
tired of wearing the same jeans and blouse.” 

“Kristina, your father and I planned for such events,” Yesenia spoke as she 
opened a walk-in closet filled with girl’s clothes in Kristina’s current sizes. Shoes, 
skirts, pants, dresses, shirts, and lets us mention the unmentionables... Kristina’s 
eyes grew two sizes bigger and seemed to float out of her face guiding her to all 
the lovely blouses and even to an area with work clothes to help her father with 
some tough girl stuff. 

“Mom?” George-Jesus yelled from the other room. “The television gets channels 
from all over the multiverse. And thank you for not blocking anything as I could 
pop over to see everything in person.” 



The ship just kind of floated about a dark star while I thought of what to do. 



Chapter 18: The question on everyone’s mind... “Why is Newcastle brewed in 
the Netherlands now?” 

The delicious flavor and superior drinkability make Newcastle Brown Ale a fan 
favorite whether you are watching Newcastle United or Alfred Hitchcock’s 
Psycho...a few favorite things among the Time Travel Set. It’s a scene of high 
adventure and no foul after taste and side effects if you are taking a swig at the 
end of time and feel as though your burp was the big bang. 

I was sitting in a wheat field next to a painter just before he was to attempt 
suicide. 

“Vincent...” I say having a cold 12 pack in my arms and two frost beer glasses. 
“Before you shuffle off the mortal coil, could I offer you some company, and some 
libations? Its hot and the beer is cold.” 

Vincent finished his masterpiece: “Crows over a field of wheat” and we began to 
drink. He held the cold frosty glass to his forehead. We finished the 12 pack 
before the sunset in the west. It was split evenly, as that was just the kind of 
gentleman Vincent Van Gogh was. A gentleman to the bittersweet ending. 

“Merci boucoup!” he exclaimed. 

I folded my lawn chair, shook the hand of a master and walked back to the ‘Silver 
Platter’, which was in full view of those in the field. 

As I walked up the ramp I turned as the ramp came up and became opaque so 
that I could see and hear the gun shot that ended Van Gogh’s life. He died the 
next day from the infection from the bullet to his chest. 

He worked so hard, and his work amounted to nothing when he was alive. I feel 
he robbed himself by giving up hope to the idea that people are often judge by 
their creations. And so, feeling and being told his paintings meant nothing drew 
the parallel between art and the artist. Proverbially throwing himself into the 
scrap heap with no one to stop him. 

The disasters it would create if one of these times, one of my many visits, I 
stopped him. Sacrificing history as we know it for one more beer with Van Gogh. 



Chapter 19: Jane’s Addiction with Wigging out... 


“Have you heard the news today?” Nurse Jessica sang along with the music on 
the radio as she supervised the thirty minutes of recreational activities outside of 
the hospital. People need fresh air and the illusion that thins are getting better. 
Every time hope fills my heart or I begin to think...’I have a place in society’, I get 
locked up in an asylum. “What I say doesn’t matter...My life is worthless unless I 
follow your plan for my life. I thought to myself as I walked in a circle. I know now 
that the Amercian Dream is for Neo-Nazis who say one thing to one group and 
another to another group...Knowing all the while the only thing that matters is 
money and obtaining more money while keeping the charade going so they 
never get caught lying... 

“It’s a good song, David.” Nurse Jessica says to me. 

“Yesenia, this is just like high school.” The things I say don’t matter. My opinion 
gets me locked up. I think silently, knowing to some degree, I’m right. Love isn’t 
for people like me. We finish our time in the sun. Nurse Jessica guides us into 
the psych ward. 

The movie tonight is: Tiger and the Snow. Someone mumbles, who shouldn’t 
even know what the movie is tonight, as we walk the hallways back to our rooms. 



Chapter 20: Clock faces and Felatio Jokes... 


“I’m going to miss Caladan so much...” We were watching David Lynch’s ‘Dune’ 
in the ‘Silver Platter’s’ theatre. I held Yesenia’s hand. The ‘Platter’ was in orbit the 
where and when are unimportant to my story. 

As a note to the reader; writing books is a turn off to women i.e. no one likes to 
read...Drugs are the only good form of entertainment. 

That’s why only my imaginary lady friends love me...Love is only a figment of my 
psychosis. 

“Dad, what happened on July 26, 1998?” 

“1997, Kristina...In every universe Neo-Nazis put a gun to my head after I made 
love with your mom...In every universe save this one we never love each other 
again.” 

Kristina looked at me with tears forming in her eyes. 

I try to shush Kristina as the Harkonnen forces try to fight off the Fremen lead by 
Paul Muad’dib.in the climax of the aforementioned film based on a Frank Herbert 
book. 

The whole point of this sortie in space/time was to correct the incident that makes 
time travel possible... 

Seeing George-Jesus was more than happy to be Quetzalcoatl as the benefits 
outweigh the risks...His life span could be considered indefinite with respect to 
old age, but physical harm is unknown as I wasn’t about to try to kill my son like 
Jacob and Isaac. 

My small family float in our space/time machine and I know that ‘curing’ George- 
Jesus was our only motivation to build or even fly the craft. 

Knowing that I made the decision to end this outing...With no Twiki in sight, this 
Buck Rogers said: 

“We are going back to Dreamland...” This decision was met with a community 
sigh saying: ‘whatever’. 

“Mom is saying that we need a bit of psycho-therapy. The kind that comes with a 
very high-level clearance from our government that goes from sea to shining 
sea...and now into space/time from the end to the beginning and back again, ad 
ejaculari...” 

“George-Jesus? When did you learn Latin?” I said skipping over the fact that filth 
in any language is still...funny. Yesenia and I laughed as Kristina was left out of 
the joke. 

“Dad, all jokes aside...What if George-Jesus doesn’t want to go back to Area 
51?” 

The family looked a George-Jesus and suddenly George-Jesus was holding a 
mirror. 

“I didn’t want to be left out...?” He said with innocent awkward sigh. “Kristina.. .All 
I have to do is take you guys back in the ship and then I can come and go as I 
please.” George-Jesus made the mirror disappear with a wave of his hands. 
Yesenia sat there silently thinking about what I could only assume was the Latin 
joke... “Language, Georgie...And when did our little Dragon-slayer learn such 
foul language in any language?” She said trying very hard not to smile. 



Chapter 21: What happens in Vegas Stays in Vegas but if I go to Yesenia Vega’s 
home Matthew Cassidy and the Assclown posse will bury me in different 
places... 

“That guy is an asshole, Dad. What those people did to the other David Estrada 
doesn’t qualify as a prank.” Kristina said after George-Jesus told her a bit of 
gossip from an alternate reality. 

I didn’t know what to say so I just gave her a hug and thanked my lucky stars that 
those people didn’t come that night to Yesenia’s party with guns to try to kill me. 
We were back in Dreamland. I was working on replicating the conditions that 
created Quetzalcoatl out of my little boy. Oil, a feather boa, and six hours of this 
substance swirling around a mini-event horizon. There were three booths. The 
soldiers stepped into the booths and turned off the gravity generator and the 
substance splattered everywhere. No results...One of the soldiers washed his 
goggles off in the sink. I began to think as I sometimes do. 

“Okay...I'm gonna say no to the goggles, this next time.” Six hours went by and 
the soldiers came back, and the test was repeated with very much success. The 
only point to absorption was the mucus membrane of the eye. Just like George- 
Jesus these people wanted to be named after Aztec gods. 

Tezcatlipoca...The Smoking Mirror. 

Quetzalcoatl...The Feathered Serpent. 

Tlaloc...The Rainstorm. 

MixcoatL.The God of War. 

The horrific pain was part of their transformation as it was part of George-Jesus. 
The only consolation was that they would live forever. 

Tezcatlipoca was Salome...! couldn’t help but feel that her sacrifice was most 
uncalled for...It soon became apparent that The Smoking Mirror’ was not only 
omnipotent but also full of mischief. 

We all know about George-Jesus...My Feathered Serpent. Never was there a sin 
for which he needed to repent. 

Tlaloc...The Rainstorm lived up to his name. Jeffery’s voice boomed, and the 
walls seemed to quake with each syllable. 

MixcoatL.The God of War...what a great lady. Teresa was like the mother to 
us... 

I created monsters to help reign in the power possessed by my dear 
Quetzalcoatl. 

“Sup, Doctor Strangelove.. .or are you Doctor Zhivago today.” Salome said with a 
mischievous smile. Now she is much younger than she was when she gave me 
the manual to build these Space/Time machines. I was told that about a hundred 
mechanics and bodies who could hold a wrench or hammer would be assigned 
the job of building three more Space/time machines. This technology seems 
monstrous...What was I thinking? 



Chapter 22: Stephen Hawking dies on Albert Einstein’s Birthday...3.14.2018 

I should know better. Each time I am hungry for the tender touch of a woman. 
Every time I speak about the tragedy on Elmrock, I am told that I belong in a 
mental asylum. 

This may be the only bit of truth...No one should have to choose between one 
family or the other when they are an adult or when the adoption was supposed to 
be open. 

When the subject came up among my childhood friends, they made it s like a 
white power thing...both my families are Hispanic. But my skin is not only good 
for tattooing, but the lack of melanin makes me part of the master race. 

That’s mainly why I can never love. 

Sitting on the edge of my hospital bed, I pray the Fatima Prayer... 

“Oh, my Jesus, forgive us our sins, save us from the fires of hell, lead all souls to 
heaven, especially those in most need of thy mercy...” 

Then I stood up and looked out the window at the traffic below. I began to pray to 
St. Michael the archangel, 

Saint Michael Archangel, 
defend us in battle, 

be our protection against the wickedness and snares of the devil; 

May God rebuke him, we humbly pray; 
and do thou, O Prince of the heavenly host, 
by the power of God, cast into hell 
Satan and all the evil spirits 

who prowl through the world seeking the ruin of souls. 

Amen 

On the outside, I’m a professor of Archeology. Most of the time, I'm reading 
about the Aztecs and doing some field work in the summers when classes are 
out. 

Love/Romance isn’t for people like me. And then I remember why. Women I find 
attractive are too good for me. But some people never take a hint and they say 
it’s isn’t about the color of her skin but it is.. .so I don’t have many friends. 

Today, Dr. Carlos Garcia may release me to go back among the free people 
whose lives fill mine with hope that I might fall in love. 

In my estimation...It’s not condoms I need but Kevlar. 

I'm waiting for god to answer my prayers, since I was 13 but romance isn’t for 
people like me. A psychiatrist gives me medicine that keep my dick limp. 



Chapter 23: the four horsemen of the Apocalypse are Aztec Gods 


“Dad,” George-Jesus said. “I think I met a girl I love on one of my outings alone. 
Her name is Destiny.” 

I looked at my son growing a bit since the experiment that changed him. “Mijo?” I 
began to say. “Trust your judgement when it comes to women. If you feel it’s love 
and she does too, then don’t let anything keep you apart.” 

“Not even schizophrenia...” George-Jesus smiled the only was an imaginary son 
could and walked out of the hangar. 

He teamed up with Salome and a couple other volunteers to pilot the ‘Silver 
Plater’. The other ships were built and tested and went out among the stars to 
help with what I couldn’t tell you. The Cosmos seemed to function without the 
need to be guided or ‘fixed’. 



Chapter 24: Psych Wards and Alien Abductions... 


Psych wards and alien abductions have this eerie similarity to me; especially the 
anal probes. 

My last day in the hospital was bittersweet. Yesenia aka Nurse Jessica wheeled 
me out to the street where a valet brought my car around. There was never any 
Yesenia and I... 

There are no children. 

And there is no one waiting for me when I get home. 

I drove home. It was raining a bit. The schizophrenic part of me wanted to see a 
rainbow, so I could reminisce about the more pleasant parts of my 
psychosis...the love parts. 

I parked my car in the drive was of my home. I go out and opened my umbrella. 
A neighbor was out picking up her newspaper, so I waved hello. “Hello...” 

Things are a little funny when you still think that my doctor had me 5150’d so I 
could get a colonoscopy and a psych medicine adjustment at the same time. 

A neighbor fed my cats in my absence. I unlocked the door to enter my home. 
The cats purred and brushed against my legs demanding attention. I made a bit 
of coffee and a sandwich. I turned on some music; I ate while looking out the 
window at a rainbow. Music played. As the forecast called for rain that day...I sat 
watching the clouds move. The trees sway in the wind and rain drops hit and run 
down the window. 

Punk Rock... 
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Chapter One.. .Sexy Times Behind Enemy Lines 


“I was just an innocent passerby...” I pleaded to an officer who was underworked 
and oversexed if you know what I mean. Most nights I cry myself to sleep 
thinking about loves I once had to let go because they became predatory. Jesse 
Jackson’s Rainbow coalition had been militarized some years ago. 

And thoughts of my Rainbow came back like her gush when we made love for 
hours. The most depraved of humans just wants love, companionship, and 
acceptance. Basic human compassion and a couple hours at the Motel 6 near 
State College and the 91 freeway, is how we resolved the issue of a speeding 
ticket. 

She left a couple hours later while the rain splattered on the concreate, on the 
rooftop, and against the window, softly I took a shower and put on the 
underwear. I was quoted as saying, “Change your underwear, change your life.” 
They said it was me but being misquoted runs in my family. 

“Who am I?” I ask myself as I close the Motel 6 room door. 

“Who are any of us? Our identity is only real in relation to others...i.e. I am me 
because you are you”. I mumble something truly incoherent to the woman behind 
the counter. 

“Sir?” She answered as she picked up the key card for the room I rented for the 
night. She tried to stop me, but it was too late I already walked out of the office. 

“I know my name is Carlos Garcia, but what is my relationship with my name. I'm 
a psychiatrist with the Orange County Psychological Evaluation Team...” I talk to 
myself as I negotiate traffic using my middle finger and the horn of my Audi...At 
home I have a vintage VW Beetle. 

Needless to say, I drive fast on the 91 -freeway trying to be punctual, so I seem 
fastidious and the best psychiatrist on the P.E.T. Team... 

I walked into the office...poured some coffee and thought about the encounter 
with my Rainbow just last night. She works hard, and the joke was that she would 
let me off on a speeding ticket of any infraction for some deep-dicking. She just 
thought a quickie at the Motel 6 would spice things up and then she could go 
back to work. She will be asleep in our bed by the time I clock into working with 
psychiatric patients who may or may not be a danger to themselves and others. 
She has a smile with that certain Je ne se qua...my Rainbow. 

I try never to make fun of those who Serve and Protect but if they have such a 
manner of joyous sense of humor, I make fun with them. At some point Jesse 
Jackson lost his cool and in such a manner that only a reverend such as he could 
he destroyed the Police Force and recreated it is his image. 

And so today a neighbor called the Police about a missing elderly neighbor...the 
address comes across my computer screen as someone we have seen before. It 
seems the family were parishioners of Pius the Tenth and as children the parents 
sent them to St Matthias primary school which was connected to the church of St 
Pius X. 

Some people say that the new Rainbow Coalition is very much akin to the 
Rajneesh Police force of Antelope Oregon. I was met by two Officers.. .we drove 
to the home of Jude Woods whose mother, lover and brother in law had last 
been scene at the residence but had gone missing. 

The smell of death is one that you remember. The memory doesn’t leave your 
mind. And so, as we opened the door the smell hit my nose like an insulting 
barfly when I visit my favorite dive. The police were under the assumption that 



Jude Woods was alive, had been eating the flesh of his family members, and 
hiding somewhere in the home waiting to accost the brave officers who went in 
ahead of me. Some of the SWAT team had to sneak into second story windows 
to secure the floors above and push Jude out of hiding and unto lower levels of 
the house and towards the officers waiting to get the drop on him. 

I usually brought in to talk the perpetrator out of committing suicide. Today, is no 
different. 

“Put the gun down!” Yelled one of the officers who drew their weapons on Jude 
Woods while the other kicked the gun away and the third holstered his firearm 
and put handcuffs on Jude Woods. 

Since there was nothing to do the Rainbow Coalition Officer’s let me drive back 
to the office. My thoughts fly to Kristi...My rainbow each time we are together she 
has to remind me that I am worthy of the love of such a lady...It is very much like 
she is my Odysseus trying to prove that she is more than just one of the suitors. I 
may see her at home tonight and she may tie me up and we engage in 
some...well you know, if she is tying me up. Or we can just stare into each 
other’s eyes and touch the hands of our beloved. 

That’s my Kristi Ruiz...She may not come home for days on end but when she is 
home the light and the warmth return to my life. We began talking about having 
children. 

Kristi is a woodworker in her spare time, all puns intended, her dad shares the 
same hobby. But they use different medium to construct their masterpieces. 
We’ve spoke about having children, but she wants to practice for another year or 
so. There is something sentimental about me that wants children and imagines 
what they will be like. 



Chapter 2: Death of Love... 


Today is July something or another 2018...I stopped counting the days when 
Kristi disappeared in May. She left me a dear John note that said I would 
understand more in the future...but I am so jealous that I stopped reading after 
the first sentence that said: “It is important that you follow my directions”. 

“Don’t come looking for me.” It was second on the list after a repeated plea to 
follow her directions. I’m not so good at following directions but the heart wants 
what the heart wants. 

I tried to file a missing person’s report at the Rainbow Coalition’s office, but they 
said she’s on an assignment. The nature of which is ‘need to know’. I began to 
drink a little more than usual to deal with the stress...What great coping skills? 
My love is no more than my fuck toy. Some people familiar with psychology 
would say I don’t make love with her, I use her for sex like my hand or a blow-up 
doll. Kristi is only important when she is missing, and I cannot find another orifice 
to put my cock inside of... 

But she loves Van Gogh, and tea and grilled cheese sandwiches when the rain 
comes out to play. I offered her prescriptions but never anything stronger that a 
split and some Xanax. 

Xanax is a palindrome.. .and some of the best things in all the world end like 
that... 

Mom... 

Dad... 

Taco cat... 

The person who took care of you. You will take care of them and someone who 
will take care of you...and there will be this cycle that will not exactly be a 
palindrome but close enough to make the sentimental among us, shed a tear 
thinking about our lives and the mortality of our loved ones. 

Tit...it is better when there are more and for humans two...to be exact. 

You have sweet tits, my lady friend. 

And then the singular: Ass... 

And here I lie in our bed and in about ten minutes I must get out and head to my 
office. 

The subtle smell of her skin lingers on my pillow and on my sheets. 

And If I knew better, I would have written down the details of the last time we 
made love and what we had for breakfast...anything so that I would remember 
her because I will never see her again. Kristi Ruiz is gone, and our relationship 
ended as mysteriously as it had begun so many months ago. It is like a 
palindrome...one night she was in my bed and I told her that I loved her and the 
next day I told her my love for her couldn’t possibly end and then she is gone. 



Chapter 3: The Epitaph and the Wedding Cake. 

Pop...went the champagne cork at a coworkers wedding. I was drink beyond 
measure...It seems that is my coping mechanism when times are hard I read for 
hard liquor and now that I cannot lick her I compensate. As a youth my taste for 
Marijuana was sullied by Nazis with guns and who put syrup of ipecac into your 
beer because like race you may not mixed alcohol with some kush.... 

That’s why I became a psychiatrist.. .so many questions to answer to put my life 
back together but one in the core...Why do I attract hatred like a magnet? 

Maybe the answer lay not in repairing our lives but in destruction. 

The next day I made breakfast for a couple lucky bridesmaids... 

Before Kristi came along there was much controversy concerning my love life as 
relating to my chosen profession...long story short people who I thought were my 
friends put my love life to death. And so, for some years alone and in fear I filled 
my heart with hatred. 

This morning our breakfast was followed my dessert of bridesmaid’s ass and 
then lunch...followed again by dessert of sweet tits and naughty bits...the only 
remorse was that they didn’t want to move in after missing work on Monday. 

After they left I took the pictures of Kristi out of the closet. I took the album of 
semi-perverse pictures of a woman whose memory fills my heart with love and 
drives away the ideas of hatred and the lust of my selfish desires to hurt some 
idiot from my past who wants to force me to forgive them for wanting to kill me... 

I don’t have to forgive anyone. To what extent my charm works on the ladies is 
by no means any cause to judge their morality nor their basic life skills. 

I asked my consorts to leave their undergarments as a memento to a lonely 
pervert... 

To savor the odor, I put the aforementioned undergarments in two zip loc bags. 
When my Rainbow left it hurt in that special way that says she isn’t coming 
back... 

And keeping the two pairs of undergarments separate prohibits the mingling of 
the special smell and that’s how I begin my downward spiral when Kristi left a 
gaping whole where my heart used to be. 

So melodramatic, I think about myself...as I think silently. 

“Hi, my name is Starr.. .and I'm schizophrenic.” An angel says in one of the 
support groups I supervise. It’s all like Bob Marley, and Mariachis with their 
Ranchera and brown-skinned kids running around at a wedding, when I look in 
her eyes and hear her voice. 

And that’s the night I forgot about Kristi... 

Her name is Stella and as many people know that name Stella comes from the 
Italian for Star...and there she was a bright and lovely as any other woman I’ve 
wanted to speak to before making her gag with the length of my cock. So, many 
would say I'm being a gentleman. Some ladies would laugh because the length 
of my penis is nothing to brag about. 

At the second support group I find her in she points out that ‘Starr’ is her 
nickname and she likes to spell it with two ‘r’s’...so that when one reads it they 
surmise this is her writing her nickname. At these support groups she we don’t 
wear those sticker name tags because since the invention of lying, people have 
been known to lie about names especially in support groups where some like to 
be anonymous and to others what would it matter if my boss, teachers, 
neighbors, or respected family knew my name they already think so low of me or 



they are the reason T am sitting in this chair. I don’t matter, and my name 
matters even less. 

“I’m Doctor Carlos Garcia...” I try to introduce myself to Starr after this week’s 
support group. It’s not that she brushed me off, but she already knew too much 
about me. 

“Carl! I love that part of being a Carlos, Doctor. I hope I’m not too familiar.” She 
says taking hold of my right hand. “I’m holding your hand so that you will 
remember that I have stinky feet and we have begun in the Right way. Your eyes 
are hazel, like the Looney Tunes witch: Hazel...Looney Tunes makes me feel 
better about being a bit unorthodox in my demeanor.” She speaks with an intent 
that leads me to believe we should talk about sex by my car...but I’m wrong 
about the talking, so I drive to my apartment where.. .does a gentleman have to 
divulge everything about his encounters with patients... ‘trey’ unethical but I save 
that conversation for the morning. 

I live in an apartment in Southern California although I am a Doctor and a man of 
means because of yardwork. I don’t want to hire a gardener of do I want to do 
such housework but that leaves something of privacy especially when your 
sexual partner loves to yell instead of a quiet moan...Sometimes stars are better 
seen and not heard. I keep that sentiment to myself. 

“Because of ethics...” Starr begins to say lying in my bed as I make her 
breakfast. The window lets the morning light in, but prying eyes cannot see her 
bare breasts jiggle as she lectures me about my violation of ethics and how she 
has to go to another support group at the same facility on a different day or 
another facility altogether but that the bedroom meetings would be a regular thing 
contingent on the quality of my cooking. “My favorite meal is breakfast.. .So this is 
your time to dazzle me with your skills.” 

Outside of the bedroom, I would like to think my skills in pleasing a woman were 
better than the Author’s... 



Chapter Four: How Quickly we Forget...that Good Thing When the New Thing 
Comes Calling 

Isn’t that the way life is, though? 

For a couple months after my Rainbow disappeared and before Starr dropped in, 

I kept the panties of my dates in Ziploc bags in a filing cabinet filled by the Dates 
of the dates. Each of the lady’s panties was sorted with a description of how the 
date went, and a report of what should be done with the lady upon her eventual 
psychological break. 

Because of a sick psychosis, I weaned Starr off her medication. She took this 
medicine for Multiple Personality Disorder...her personalities were three and 
typified as such; Starr: the main personality, Mercy: a certifiable cunt, and Joy: if 
Joy was the main personality we might never leave bed and have fifteen children, 
but Starr is oh so fun to take out on a spin. 

Stella “Starr” Betancourt...at some point before she hit the support group circuit 
she was a Police Officer. She was a Junior Cadet for a couple years in a private 
school and in Fullerton College. Using aliases takes a toll and soon she 
personality was fractured into three pieces. It wasn’t until after she began her 
career as the Adult Actress ‘Happy Valentine’ that her dissociative identity 
disorder began on the set one day. And as I weaned her off her meds I took her 
home and took advantage of her in more ways than sexually. Oh, the troubled life 
of an undercover junior cadet...turned porn star. 

And so soon thoughts of my Rainbow disappeared, and the need for love and 
companionship were satiated by the utter train wreck of Starr’s Multiple 
Personality Disorder. I’m a psychiatrist not a saint and so I took advantage of her. 
Most psychiatrists call what Starr has dissociative identity disorder is just call it 
fun. As far as a physical description goes Starr and Kristi look about the same. 
Medium tan skin, about a mocha color good for kissing and admiring. Raven 
black hair sometimes they both let me brush it or sometimes Starr curls her hair 
and it looks like a black girl’s hair and so when she isn’t looking I worship her like 
a ‘sister’ should be and then light a candle to St Jude and the Virgin for the sin of 
putting her before the Lord but God is love and oh how do I love Starr. 

The doctor before me put Starr on Seroquel which caused her hands to shake 
and her legs to swell from the side effect of fluid retention in the legs. She was a 
wreck and then she fell into my bed and out of the support groups where I began 
to support her and any one of her urges and schemes to make a little more 
money in your spare time. 

I took her off everything and began to talk to her like a human being worthy of 
love and respect. 

The first thing we did as a couple was buy a Volkswagen Beetle and begin 
forming a plot to swindle the elderly and home bound out of thousands of dollars. 
“A former Sheriff...” She said wildly. 

“A deputy?” 

“No, The Orange County head of the Coalition...He shifted into Martial Law and 
his wife just retired, and I figure if our scam can work on them then there is no 
stopping us...” With that and a beat-up Beetle sitting next to my Honda, we 
began to lay out the basic scheme as Joy and Mercy began to give their opinion 
and delight me only as Joy and Mercy could. I said Mercy is a cunt but what is it 
about love that askes her lover for a break at the tip of a baseball bat. 



Mercy picked up the wooden Louisville Slugger and began to point it at my face 
and scream... 

“And if those motherfuckers don’t buy my Devine Diva Make-up line then you loot 
the bedrooms of their jewelry,” Mercy turned down her volume realizing what a 
ruckus she sounded like to the neighbors and she was possibly tipping off them 
as to our extracurricular activities. “And so, Carl, my darling will jimmy the back 
door open and make his way through the kitchen and into the master bedroom 
where...my lover-muffin will go through the vanity and a jewelry box...” Mercy 
with a smile on her face put down the slugger and picked up a therapy bat. “He 
leaves behind the jewelry box and empties the contents into a pillowcase and 
before I am done with my sales pitch he is out the backdoor and I take the bus to 
the mall where he picks me up and with anal sex in mind we take our loot home 
and sort out those things that we sort out and head to a pawn shop on the other 
side of the county...” Starr then begins to beat me with a therapy bat as we 
disrobe and sort out other little details with our pillow talk. 

The truth behind how my three-leaf clover developed dissociative identity 
disorder is long and short... 

In short, she was talked into making movies in college and after a very long train 
was run on her she snapped. She said that during the filming of A Hundred and 
One Firemen’ she began to see all the action form a place outside of her body. 

All the ‘actors’ used condoms as is the law in California and it was never an issue 
because I has snuck a blood sample from her at the clinic to test her because I 
did recognize her as ‘Happy Valentine’. I am a man after all and there she was 
Starr...and many men have fantasies about women and there is a whole industry 
based on helping create fantasies so that men and woman can have sex so that 
they can have children. And what of my defense? I have no defense I preyed 
upon Stella “Starr” Betancourt to fill an empty spot in my bedroom. To fill an 
empty spot in my life. I thought it was a fascination with her former career, but I 
think I truly am falling in love with her and no matter how fractured her personality 
is or was I just want to brush her hair and eat tamales off her thighs. She was as 
Extreme as her name hints at... 

And so, as I thought of Christmas delicacies with a gaping smile on my face Starr 
began to hit me with a therapy bat so as to knock some sense into me. Much of 
Ms. Betancourt’s presentation was done topless so that we could both think 
better. 

The sad part about Starr is when she began her career some of the producers at 
the time encouraged the use of drugs...to make someone feel at ease doing 
something that they should love to do...I think sometimes they should find 
couples truly in love or people who are truly lustfully drawn to the other person(s). 
The author as much as the characters has a hard time wrapping his head around 
date rape and if you knew more about the author you would know why love is so 
special to him. 



Chapter Five: An Orgy at the Zoo...Thoughts of Kristi with a Que? 

And there I sat in a lawn chair watching the gibbons Mrs. And Mr. Princess and 
Micah Gibbon to be more precise. 

I sat their eating a Magnum ice cream bar.. .Trojan makes a Magnum and so 
does Smith and Wesson, so it begs the question why name an Ice cream bar, 
Magnum. No one wants a condom in their mouths...the taste of flesh and semen 
is preferable some might argue. The taste of cold steel and machine oil is just as 
nasty but those who taste a .44 Magnum in their mouths are rarely left alive to 
remember anything even their lives or complain about anything even their lives. I 
often think in therapy that if the idea of no afterlife...some it might dawn on some 
people that when one dies there may not be anything to think about the life that 
was just snuffed out.. .what if there is no after life? Who would kill themselves 
and when we stop and think of this suicide rates may drop. 

Tear drops mix with the chocolate on my cheeks and I use my hand to wipe my 
mouth and as I eat and cry I taste the tears mix with chocolate the was coating 
the ice cream bar, so awkwardly named... 

And now don’t get me started on Magnum P.l. and how Tom Selleck tastes better 
than...I asked that you not get me started. 

Did Micah Gibbon have a stag party? Would Princess have allowed such a 
thing? 

Did Micah’s boys invite a Doe for some cross-species fun. What of using a 
Golden Tamarin as a fuck doll. ..I was at the Santa Ana Zoo thinking of the one 
that ran away while Starr was wandering around wondering what I had brought 
her to the Zoo for. I did have thoughts of public sex...asking her to sit on my lap 
and see who we could fool. 

When I thought of it Porn is a bit like a zoo for those who are lonely and have 
trouble with the morality of employment for sex workers. We really don’t know 
why Starr developed dissociative identity disorder sometimes the human mind 
tends to make connections based of time/space proximity when in fact the cause 
and effect are more distant. 

How did Micah propose? With a bit of apple or Princess’ favorite nutritional bar? 
Starr came, and sat on my lap, and then I came, and it seems we got away with 
that even in May when college students come to watch these lesser apes and get 
away with not driving to the L.A. Zoo from their shielded lives in Orange County. I 
love my little niche in the hinterlands of LA County and greater Orange County. 
Being at the Zoo is a lot like watching porn but some would say the same about 
shopping malls. And when watching people who are truly in love look at one 
another and smile is more perverse than most of the film Starr was in...and when 
I look into her eyes I find myself smiling because I am falling in love with her and 
I miss my Kristi... 

Not knowing if I should feel shame...I took Starr home to watch movies while we 
had sex.. .doggie style. It was a stereotype or something out of a Bloodhound 
Gang song. 

I was sitting at my desk at work the next day...I had a notepad that I kept on my 
desk when speaking with coworkers, clients, or on the phone with the authorities. 
It mostly said Carlos and Kristi...repeatedly. 

When martial law was instituted, the National Guard came in and never left. Don 
Esenbach made a lateral move from Orange County Sheriff to General of the 
Rainbow Coalition in Orange County. The National Guard changed its name 
rather quickly when they powers-that-be saw that martial law was here to stay. 



And so, it was Starr’s idea to rob the home of General Esenbach while he was at 
work and while his wife Kathy was being distracted by Starr. When Starr was up 
to something it was as though the other personalities let her retain control unless 
they were needed, or they were bored. 

The Rainbow Coalition idea was the brainchild of General of Misinformation Jack 
Amador. Figuring that martial law wasn’t going anywhere, and much of the 
population would be hostile...they sought a name that made the soldiers seem 
much more friendly and approachable than they need be. And so, as I spoke to 
Starr on the phone about her plan, I doodled in the notepad reserved for the 
names Kristi and Carlos...and I continued this trend...Kristi lives in my heart but 
Stella Betancourt lies in my bed... 

General Esenbach was fond of fish. ..in aquariums, in backyard ponds, and in a 
frying skillet. And so, when Starr and I were formulating our plan I thought that it 
would add insult to injury to poison his fish with Liquid Plummer after stealing 
jewelry from a Rainbow Coalition General’s home which should be the most 
secure place under his keen eye. 

And then one might think about video surveillance, but martial law had all but 
bankrupted the government. And so as your humble author sits here typing...I 
shed a tear for a love taken from me because Law Enforcement is a joke unless 
you are an ethnic... 



Chapter Sex...I mean Six: Did I write that Out loud, and I’m Going to Leave that 
There? 

Strangely, it was a wet May in Southern California. Mist, and a bit of sprinkle 
made driving a Bug without working windshield wipers, nearly impossible. Starr 
wore a black raincoat under a black umbrella as she carried a black case with 
her wares hidden inside until the proper time to unleash her arsenal of makeup 
and accessories that would make any woman happy to have opened the door on 
such a dreary day in May. 

Don Esenbach was the kind of MAN who the CIA taught to gaslight people with a 
subtle form of hypnosis in the assets’ sleep. A small remote speaker, a calm 
voice, and a little persistence made even the most hardened Psyche crumble, 
and soon the asset was homeless, divorced, and on their way to suicide. 

General Esenbach was at the office hitting a golf ball into a whiskey glass to 
practice his put while his secretary took notes about the gas chambers, topless. 
Mrs. Esenbach was at home watching government approved ‘Day Time 
Television’. All television since the coup de tout, is approved by the Ministry of 
Information. The days of free speech flew out the window when George W. Bush 
declared himself King George the First... 

A small voice in the back of my mind told me that I could hire a coyote to 
smuggle me into Mexico into the loving arms of Vincente Fox and the freedom of 
the ‘Los Estados Unidos de Mexico’. Sometimes freedom is worth fighting for, 
even when it looks like a robbery, and Civil Disobedience to me we were robbing 
and trashing an assholes home because he is an asshole. I'm not Henry David 
Thoreau and so as I drove with my head stuck out the driver’s window a bit the 
freedom of Mother Mexico called to me. I have a couple things in a back pack to 
help me with my tack. A metal water bottle to serve two purposes; one it has 
Liquid Plummer inside for killing the prized fish, two as a possible weapon. It is a 
metal water bottle...and it is a lot like a small club. I have gloves and a 
mask... It’s raining so I thought of the blue shoe covers people in an operating 
room may wear to keep blood off their shoes and debris out of the operating 
room. The mask is a ski mask and gloves are black woolen gloves for warmth 
and surgical gloves to be worn over the woolen gloves to leave nothing not even 
a piece of woolen fiber. I prepped the gloves earlier putting them on one by one 
and then taking them off together as to leave the surgical gloves covering the 
woolen for ease of putting them back on when I reach the General’s home. 

I am wearing a black Hanes hoodie...plain, plain, and black Dickies with the 
same idea so that there is no identifying characteristics to my clothing or my face 
as I couldn’t wear the mask until I got into the General’s beloved home where his 
most prized possession lay inside a bureau for quick access for visitors to his 
home office to look at with jealousy in their hearts. 

It was a framed picture of the King and the General shaking hands as a firing 
squad made short work of the King’s political opponents who remained in 
Washington, D.C after the coup de tout. 

General Esenbach as a video on his computer of him taking a gun and putting it 
to a little-known Senator from Illinois. The General also has videos of his sexual 
escapades with Junior High School boys who were part of the now defunct 
Explorers program. These are rumors that my dear Rainbow told me... 

No one thinks of surgical booties...Nobody. 



Almost everything went as planned until...Kathy Esenbach, Mrs. to the General 
and definitely not the topless secretary, walked out on the sales pitch to pinch 
one off, if you know what I mean. 

“Why couldn’t you use the downstairs toilet, you are a stupid cunt!” I yelled as a 
backed her into the upstairs toilet and I closed the door behind us. She caught 
me pouring Liquid Plummer into the bedroom aquariums. There is an upstairs 
office where the General kept his special Explorers videos, the video of him 
executing a senator, and the photo of the King and the General shaking hands...I 
pulled Kathy’s corpse into the office. After I beat her to death with the metal water 
bottle. I lay plastic under her body and wiped everything up with paper towels 
and bleach. Some families keep a bottle of bleach under the bathroom sink. The 
General’s family was among this demographic. I flushed the paper towels with a 
chaser of Liquid Plummer to keep the toilet from getting plugged. I pulled her 
body into the General’s office. I found all those nasty pictures and video files and 
put them on her body and poured the rest of the Liquid Plummer on her face. 
Starr had already walked out. I went out the back. I removed my mask, gloves, 
and surgical booties as I got onto the sidewalk. I put my things back in my pack 
and walked to my Bug. I drove away. On the way home I stopped at a hospital 
dumpster and threw the booties and latex gloves into it and drove away. 

I assumed Starr left the home when she heard the thumping of the metal bottle 
against the skull of Mrs. General... 

See the thing about the surgical booties...I may leave some tracks in the 
backyard grass or mud. If I was as careful as I wanted to be I only walked on the 
grass and put the booties on as I came into the home leaving no mud tracks or 
water on the floor of the home. Gloves to conceal my fingerprints and well a 
mask so that witnesses wouldn’t identify me...but there were no living witnesses 
and I was not only a Doctor of Psychiatry but also a murderer, now. 



Chapter 7: Correlation does not imply Causation, Necessarily? 


And I bought a thesaurus to find the antonym of copasetic.Jt wasn’t antiseptic, 
which was the way I left the crime scene. But no, I wouldn’t say that murder, and 
domestic terrorism under the guise of Civil Despondence were anything close to 
leaving my future copasetic. Half of the things I know about the General and his 
family are because I’m a county Psychiatrist. My department was absorbed into 
the Military and yes, I operate under the Rainbow Coalition’s watch. I not only 
counsel civilians who are a threat to themselves and other but also to Rainbow 
personnel. I’m also able to access the files of any of the patients. Who come in 
for talk therapy whether they be Rainbow or civilian. 

And so I’m outside what used to be Children’s Hospital Orange County but since 
the King has instituted his eugenics plan there is little need for doctors to care for 
terminal children...now it is left to the pediatrician to administer euthanasia and 
the parents to either cremate the body or have a funeral. Talking about childhood 
diseases are a thing of the past now babies are cremated, and the parents are 
never told the diagnosis. 

Now its just Orange General Hospital. There is a crematorium next to the 
maternity wing. Looking into the eyes of the parents you see one thing and then 
they say... “This is for the best. The King and all his Men know how to make our 
country stronger.” But some used to say that there is a strength in compassion. 
Genetic counselors only advise the family obstetrician to induce chemical 
abortion unbeknownst to the family and never a reason is given for the 
miscarriage. “It’s just an unfortunate event.” The newlyweds hold hands as they 
are then told they may not want to have children at all. No reason needs to be 
given under the King’s law. King George W Bush didn’t have to give himself the 
title of king, he could have just been a military dictator like Franco, but he wanted 
to establish a monarchy in the Americas so that his daughters would marry and 
continue this new monarchy. 

I sat in the bug Starr told me to buy behind the hospital on Main Street thinking 
about all these fucked up policies, and policy makers shaping the New America. 
The rain subsided, and I drove away, even if one of the Rainbow Patrols would 
have stopped me I would have simply showed them my ID and they would have 
waved me off. Carlos Garcia, Psychiatrist, Rainbow Coalition Secret Clearance. 
In the government there are three levels of Clearance; Classified, Secret, and 
Top Secret. I am a solid Secret Clearance level. If I play things right I may be at 
Dreamland soon. 

The King’s Men rolled out the Eugenics Program with the plan to eliminate 
psychiatric disorders caused by genetics, first. 

Schizophrenia 

Homosexuality 

Autism 

Bipolar Disorder 

ADHD 

Depression 

In the 1990’s and just before the turn of the century many people had been 
justifying their lives and sexual nature by genetics. So unbeknownst to the 
Homosexual Community genetic samples had been taken with each STD test. 
The findings were inconclusive but names and social security numbers were 
taken. So when the King’s Men unveiled the Eugenics plan deviant sexuality was 



lumped as Homosexuality and added to the list of Genetic Psychiatric Disorders. 
And so now there is no Gay Community to help with this Civil Disobedience. 
Pornography was the grey area...these people were seen as actors except for 
Gay Men. So women could engage in any sex act for the entertainment of 
Straight Men, but Gay Men were the first to be killed under the guise of a New 
AIDS epidemic. Autistics died mysteriously, and no parents went home with 
Autistic children hence the crematoriums next to the maternity wards. 
Schizophrenia, ADHD and Bipolar were dealt with the same way. Depressed 
patients were given Zoloft laced with low levels of potassium cyanide. A month 
supply would rid the world of your misery. And so the psych wards and mental 
hospitals were cleared out and people in my profession were there to talk to 
people who were trauma related disorders or to catch the Genetic Disorders that 
slipped through the cracks. 

The funny thing is that many of the Religious Clergy were more than happy to 
hide these people in the face of tyranny they set up what some called the Rocky 
Road to Dublin. Seeing the moral of the song that who is to judge the life of your 
fellow human. As so far as another’s freedom to express themselves does not 
interfere with my freedom to do the same...there should be no quarrel and no 
need to kill. But this is the King’s Country and many citizens support ridding the 
country of moral and mental disorders with death. 

And so I drove home with tears in my eyes thinking of all the Fags...who were 
my friends and now they live in my memory. Not even getting a proper burial they 
were cremated, and the ashes were put into biohazard red plastic barrels, put on 
a truck, and taken to a recycling plant to be used in fertilizers that sell at ‘King’s 
Depot’ or “Gibbon’s Home Supply’. 



Chapter 8: Enter Irving Stage Left 


The thing about Irving is that he is a gay man and a drug dealer. Starr is friends 
with Irving. In many of the adult movies being made under the King’s Law use of 
drugs is unregulated and in the motive of making more money scouts use drugs 
to beguile girls to trust them and make movies this way. 

In times past women made these movies because they like to have sex with 
men. Sex made the world go ‘round and then the Eugenics Program. 

Love and Sex should be celebrated...but a Roman Catholic Nun once said 
something to this effect... Are we prolife or just pro-birth where raising a child and 
the interdependency of our lives may cause family members to sacrifice their 
whole lives to help a loved one who does the same for them.. .or is it that we are 
just anti-abortion where the child leaving the womb alive is all we care about. If 
they are killed in kindergarten or fill the prisons at least they are alive. 

The human body is a gift from God. Sex was made pleasurable by God in his 
infinite plan we may call Evolution. Love is that feeling that makes lovers go to 
work, write books, make food, or care for each other when one has a cold or 
cancer. 

Monogamy may be a cultural construct but love and caring for others is not. What 
about Polyandry...? 

I thought about all this sitting on Irving’s couch. 

“It is easier to get jism off leather than fabric couches so AC is imperative for the 
porn casting couch.” He says making air quotes. 

And so this is Irving. His boyfriend serves us some cafe con leche over ice. 

Starr wanted to chat, while I just wanted to get some drugs that I can’t write a 
prescription for. I could write a script for things that are similar but red flags would 
fly after this happened two or three times. 

And so I sat sweating on a leather couch. Irving said something in Spanish to his 
man. I was brought a towel. I thought it was to wipe away my sweat... I was 
wrong. 

“Sit on the towel, Carl. You are so sweaty that my leather couch will be ruined 
like a child who pisses his pants...you need to sit on the towel. My couch means 
more than your...friendship.” Irving said making air quotes around friendship to 
signify that I'm just a customer. And I shouldn’t forget that. 



Chapter 9: Surprise, Surprise... 

“General Esenbach...” I say with professionality pouring out of my pours... “I 
could prescribe you so antidepressants or you could begin to attend our support 
groups. I have a grief support group.” He said nothing. Since King George took 
over, there had been some political purges and his silence hinted that is what he 
thought, and my offer of medications may have solidified this thought. He may 
think that the murder was a message from superiors who think some of the 
King’s new policies weren’t placed into effect effective enough...? 

I've been at work since 9:07 AM and my meeting with the General was at noon 
for about ten minutes. I'm going to sneak out and go cop drugs from Irving. 



About the Author 


David Estrada lives in Southern California. I have a roommate and although I 
write my books in the hopes Yesenia Vega and I could renew our love that was 
snuffed out by our racist neighbors, I had sex once and masturbate often. 
Yesenia called me Rainman and I kept that in mind when coming up with the 
theme and the connection to ‘My Fair Lady’ was a bit coincidental but then I 
thought this book is already for my fair lady...so I hope Audrey Hepurn 
understands... 

Bringing guns to a party and having me sign a death contract because I had sex 
when I was 21 with a woman my age on her birthday...I never date because a 
neighborhood of White people came to a party with guns and their white sheets. 
July 26, 1997...these books are written this was because the Police thought it 
was a joke even though they were witness to the gunplay and the death contract. 

I have to date Whites only...because my ex adopted sister Toni Jones/Yolie/Lisa 
Wise molested me starting when I was about 11. The Police helped her use 
aliases and she because Yolie at St Paul High School class of 1994 even 
thought she was 22 or something. Now at a grocery store in Anaheim Hills she is 
Lisa Wise because the Sheriff’s Department don’t give two shits about my safety. 
She threatened to kill me in 1997...Why was she the undercover police officer at 
my High School no one does anything because she is a police whore. I don’t 
think I should have to marry my sister because she and most of the police think 
that she deserves money if I am related to the Hepburn Family and they have a 
Trust fund for me if I am in a committed relationship. But the Hepburn family do 
nothing about the joke of July 26, 1997. I think I have to do something. No one 
listened that night and now it seems I still may be the lone voice in the wilderness 
and God is Deaf. 

Just give the money to Toni Jones and let her be in your Hepburn Family. 

It sounds like I would bite the hand that feeds but honestly riches do not 
guarantee a good like. Sometimes a good heart will lead to a good life. 

Since I started figuring out that even my family was using aliases...like Craig 
Gliechman is Eric Estrada or Ronald Estrada just used his mother’s maiden 
name, Yesenia used an Arabic root of her name, I thought more and more that 
my books would bring shame to The Estrada Family or most of these people 
were Law Enforcement. And so the idea of a pseudonym crossed my mind but 
then no one would take the incident on July 26, 1997 or racism in Southern 
California seriously...Although I don’t think most people take racism seriously 
and that’s why racists laugh at civil rights. 

This author supports the idea that love is love. I think that for the future of 
humanity, people should forget the judgements of others and take responsibility 
for your actions. One day if Homosexual people, Drug Addicts, Alcoholics and 
other people keep pushing the idea that the cause of their actions is genetic then 
one day what I say in fiction could be the reality of the American Holocaust. A 
genetic test for undesirable people given in womb before the person can act, 
may decide a live birth or a miscarriage. 

At the beginning of Schindler’s List a Family is praying and the scene is in color. 
When the train smoke enters the frame after the candles are burnt away, the rest 
of the movie is Black and White until the Real People Schindler saved are paying 
respect to Oskar...I implore you that we should never rid our world of the ‘color’, 
the Cultural Diversity through genocide...Lest We Forget all human life is sacred. 



This author is Schizophrenic because it is easier than admitting that my 
neighbors want to kill me over money and racism. And so since I am 
schizophrenic what I say is always a delusion. I may say the sky is blue but you 
better check because their may be a Time/Space machine that I can’t see 
because of my schizophrenia. 

If you want to file suit, remember that a criminal investigation would be needed to 
prove I am lying. 

People who brought guns or drew up a contract that the violation of results in the 
forfeiture of my life...Melvin Zercher, Margret Zercher, Matthew Zercher, Martin 
Zercher, Josh Hazlett, Donald Esenbach, and Cory Hobgood. There are more 
neighbors who participated in racism and vouched for these people that loaded 
guns, a contract, and death threats were just a joke to Sherriff’s Deputies who 
responded to the scene on Elmrock Drive in Whittier, California on July 26, 1997. 
Suck Dick... 



